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ACT I 

THE TROUBADOUR 

(7^ terrace 0/ the eaaUe of Saseo and Rosso on the 
akirte of Assiai. Mount Svhario in the bade- 
grotmd; the street on the lefi, doum the stage; a 
bower in the middle.) 

(Besnaks, in the guise of Mermry, it engaged in 
hanging gdden applee on a tree; Gbcilu, 
QiOTANSA, and Monioa disguised as Euphroeyne, 
Aglma amj Thalia; Clabe as Spring; Emilia 
at Flora is being pursued by EaiDius as a 
Zephyr.) 

EuiLU. {Ovi of breath.] Lot me go. 

EoiDius. \Gatching heri\ Zephyr am I, Bwe«t 
Flora, god of the wind-breath 1 

Ehilu. [Shielding herself. \ Too close you breathe 
upon me \ 

Clabb. {Interposing.'] A truce to these rogueries 1 

Behnabd. I have hung the apples of gold on every 
branch. There ia but one remaining, Graces I 
Who will be Atalanta % 

OuBE. Tarry no mcH^ for Francis. . . . There 
ia our allegory to rehearse. ... I am the Lady 
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^. . : ST.. FRANCIS OF ASSISI act i 

BiBHABD. YoD are enchanting ! 

Egidiub. Meet for adoration ! 

OiAEt. [To both.] Why cozen mp thus? One 
service and one onl; will I admit. Tou know it 
weU. 

EazDiDB, fortunate Francis I 

Bernard. !nirough me Aasiei tenders you the prise, 
the guerdon of Venus. 

GlARE. Bestow it upon the Qracee I Back, ladies, 
to yoor Flora I \Damee of the Graces^ Frantic that 
yon are I Oaper not like the BaaBarids. 

Berhabd. Gome to our play) I am my brother 
Apollo. The Muses circle round me. 

Cube. Let us apprehend our argument: Tha 
Marriage of the Mvm*. 

OiOVAiniA. And of the Graces ! 

Oeciua. a knight, I would have my knight I 

Monica. And I, shall I be unaccompanied % 

SaiDiDB. Why came not Francis, to be master of 
our pageantry t 

Bernard. His father the cloth-merchant, it would 
seem, has held him to the counter. 

GiovAHNA. [To Btmard.'\ But the Graces I Is 
there no division of parts between them t 

Bernard. They are one, in unity : the mind, the 
soul and the body, , 

Ceoiua. Let us cast lote ! 

GiOTANNA. I am the Mind I 

OBOtUA. And I the Soul I 

MomoA. Give me the Body ! it has its fealty. 

Clare. Who shall be the first to speak ? 
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ACT I ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 9 

BxRKABD, On the threahold of this bower, will I 
hail the suitors. 

GiiABS. Then let the Muses make choice of their 
BpooBee. 

BwBSULD. Love is blind and all eyes shall be bound. 
The astrologer will open his arms to TerpeichOTe ; 
the jadge to Erato ; the jjuggler to Poljmnja. . . . 
'Twill be the drollest spectacle and aa much logic as 
life I 

[Enter As Nine Mubbs. The^rushjrantic- 
aUy in. 

Clakx. See! Thej come, the blessed yirgins, 
the nine Sisters of Parnassus, . , . 

Edtbkpe. My flute ? 

Clio, My scroll ? 

MKLPOHxm. My dagger? 

Ekato. And my lyre i 

Uranu. My orb i 

OALUon. Uy tablets? 

Thuja. My mask ! 

TiBFeiOBOBS. My timbrels I 

PoLTMHiA. And I, I too have nought ? 

Bbbhabd. But the infinite ? Sweet ladies, I have 
brought you everything in a casket with my wand of 
Mercury and Francis' cap and bells. 

Cube. 17p then I Fetch the cadcet. 

Bbbnard. [To EoiDins.] Egidins, come with me. 
[Exit Bbrnabd and EotDitrs, 

Clare, Hearken, my chucks. TranBfonn your- 
selves into the likeness of little figures in a fresco. 
Clio, in thy gravity, let thy gtize encompass the 
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10 ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI act i 

Taniahed past 1 Let thine, noble UraoiA, cleave to 
the vault oE heaven ! Do thou, Melpomene, claep thy 
band in wrath upon thy dagger ! 

[Enter Bbbnabd and Eoinius carrying in the 
Catket. 

Bebnibd. Begard, daughters of Apollo, the 
baubles of your symboliBm. 

EaiDiirs. To the monk his oowl and to the Muse her 
emblem I 

Bkbnabd. Calliope, receive your tablets. 

Eomios. Thalia, 'don your mask, 

Bebhabd. Terpsichore, your timbrels. 

EoiDlus. This scroll is yours once more, worship- 
ful Clio. 

BEBtrABD. And the lyre returns to Erato. 

EomttTS. The orb for Urania ! 

Melpohbnb. My dagger ! 

Bebnabd. Here, with the flute for Euterpe. 

FoLTHNiA. Is there nought for me to hold ? 

Egidius. Naught save the cap and bells of Francis. 

CiABB. His sceptre I It is mine, his lady's to take. 

Bebnabd. The music-playert are at hand. 

[Enter MusiCiAns. 

Clabb. [To the musiinane.] Bange yourself afar a 
little, behind the bower. Melody, wafted, like a 
breeze, from unseen instruments, is the more bewitch- 
ing. Play you in gentle strains and chiefeat, to 
accompany our singing. 

[The muspwne begin to play behind the 
bower. 

Erato. In what form shall we cluster t 
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ACT I ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 11 

Ukaku. I, as tlie symbol ot HMven, take 
precedence. 

FOLYMKU. Thought, X would bare 70a know, cap- 
tained astronomy. 

Olio. But history, I say, outpaces you all. 

Tekpsiobori. But I, natheless, being the most 
nimble of foot, will gain the day, for all your striving. 

CALLiora. Forget not, my sisters, that I am own 
daughter to Homer. 

Thalu. You and your preoedenoesl Pine food 
for merriment you are t 

Bkknabd. Let us group in two choruses: the 
foolish and the wise I 

EuTO. And the foolish i 

Eonuus. Will be thyself, Euterpe, Terpsiohore,'and 
Thalia I 

Edtbbpx. The others, priestesses of Dolhiees. . . . 

Claki. Peace I you droning bees, while I adjust 
the scene. The Graces to the centre, with their 
limbs entwined, as it is figured in the ancient marble 
at Siena. Sit thou here, Calliope, and unfold thy 
tablets : Urania, lean thy orb upon thy knee ; here, 
let History stand, hard by Epic Poetry, and Tragic, 
Inspiration hold thyself close to Thought Austere. 
And thou, attune thy reed to the song of thy sisters. 
Let Comedy be yoked to Dancing, lUght marvellously 
done I 'Twould win the plaudits of a painter. List I 
do you hear the merry din ? Sweet maidens, it ia the 
coming of your lovers. My Sowers, my flowers, 
where are my flowers ? 

[Eoiit OiAKt. 
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12 ST. FRANCTS OF ASSIST act i 

[JinUr VAhSHTuis of Kami as a knighl; 

GiovAHNi DXLiA Bknha iu a juggler ; 

AnaxLO aa an aa^ologer ; Buftjb, Pbteb, 

ix. Coitttmtt of GassoH : the^ eome 

in from thegtrMl al ike back of tlu stage. 

Bebhabd, Wherefore come you, lordly strangers ? 

Who poiDt«d you the road to the enchanted garden, 

where our Lady Spring is Queen ? 

Talxstike. Love epabe to ua, our puissant lord : 
" How pass you the hasting hours, brave hearts i I 
come to discover you a venture, deserving yonr 
endeavour. The Muses, far-famed virgins, till now 
unyielding to my bondage, to-day forsake Parnassus' 
banks, by my cunning enkindled with the flame 
of my spirit. To bend their ears to mortal vows, I 
have conjured them. Away, blessed knights of my 
triumph," Thus the voice of the god and we are 
come to entreat love's compassion of the Immortals. 
[Enter Clabe. 
Olabx. [Ber arms full of Jtotoera.] Welcome, in 
the name of Love t A radiant purpose lures you 
hither and nought earthly, nought unchaste is your 
desire, lovers of beauty, lovers of virtue I The 
dragon ever watches by the treasure and Peril 
ever rears its head in the path of happiness. He, 
the foolhardy, who shall lift his impudent gaze upon 
the daughters of Apoilo, unbidden of her,Btraightway 
is smitten with blindness ; therefore shall your eyes 
be bound. She, who with her sweet band shall 
restore your sight, will be gractous to your vows. 
Mercury, to your task I 
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ACT I ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 18 

[BiBNASD bUnd/olda the nmeeomen and 

Eomius leadt each one oppoiite a Mate 

or a Grace, viMUt Clakb ddAv&rt the 

following vertea. A symphony is played. 

Clabk The wise man hath said ; Love hath the 

countenance of a pleasant heart and the one without 

the other etumbleth in the way. How shall the soul 

Bpurn argument ? For Nature, the when she lifteth 

herself to live, determineth Love for Sovereign and 

delivM«th her heart unto the keeping thereof. Even 

so, the soul resteth and is etiUed. 

The wise woman standeth at the gates and her 
comeliness hath moved the young men ; so that flames 
shoot from their eyes and love stirreth and clappeth 
the wings of desire. Likewise, the hearts of the 
women are awakened, what time a valiant one cometh 
forth on the threshold. 

[AU are on their kneee in front of a Muae. 
Saeh one timvitaiieoiisly takes off the 
bandage. The symphony contintieB. 
[Enter Fkakois, tn magnifiemt aitd fantastus 
Aresa. 
FUNcns. A masque of delight ! What loveliness 
and fragrance is joy, to the beholder of it 1 This 
bower, a-«himraer with love and youth, is it not a 
vision of Paradise! Innocence is twin-aister to 
happinesB, Their months are gladdened with laughter, 
their eyes are a sheen of pleasure. Terily they are 
joyful, these lovers. My soul burgeons with the 
happiness I look upon and with the gladness of 
others I am uplifted. 
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14 ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI atoi 

Olabe. [Ooing vp to him.] Fnncis I 
Fbabcis. lady, O Muse, O lover and diTinity, I 
greet you with fiame in my heart. 

Olabk. Yonr shining robes already in tatters? 

FbUicib. The seams were tricked from collar 
to hem with golden braid and with ducats of 
gold. 

Clabb. They are stolen from you. 

Frahcib. Nay. 

Clare, [^aiife.] He has given them away. [JI(m<i.] 
You, the master of the pageantry, why have you 
loitered and abandoned me solitary among these 
lovers. Is this a true knight's courtesy ! 

Fkakcis. [In an ecstasy.] The knight-errant rides 
forth with lance aloft to make straight the wrong and 
maintain the right. The guardian angels walk by his 
side. A star gleams upon his helmet. 

Olabe. Tour sceptre, Francis ! 

Fbangia. [A» b^ore.] Beloved motley I Smiling 
head and tinkling bell and heart beating for the love 
of it. Tears are idle and the passion of love is 
fugitive. Folly, be thou my mistresB 1 

Clabk. Tell me, what look you upon i 

Fbancisi What can I else but upon you, when you 
are nigb, the flower of beauty, gentleness and 
excellence I 

Clabe. Come, lead me to the dance. Tfaey frisk 
without us. 

Fbahois. Had I hardihood to vent my caprice. . . 

Olabe. Would you have songs ? 

Fbakcis. Ay, gladly, were it in yooT renown, 
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ACT 1 ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 16 

Olaibx. [TVoU.] Hold, cIterEriendB, break off yonr 
measure, our king will sing to us, 

[Tiuy range ikettuelvet (Aout htm. 

Fmsme. ImperiBhable ladies, hardly may I come 

unto you. 

Clean are my tablets, Clio, unworthy thine own, 

Thou, Calliope, thou rbymest none but heroes, 

Lo, the wonder of thy firmament affiighta met 

worshipful Urania. 
Thou would'et smile, Folymnia, upon my homely 

thought, 
My heart blenches and is turbulent within me 
Quickened by the sombre notes of Melpomene 
And you, jocund eisters, spurn my unworthinesa. 
I am the bird of the woods, carolling his lay 
From branch to branch, all carolling his lady's 

name. 
Imperishable ladies, hardly may I come unto you. 
Clabe. The true Muse was ever Queen. This 
prelude delights me. 

[Enter, an the road at the back, a BxoQAit 
Woiuif, who slops to look on, 

Fbakcis. My Muse is outcast and reviled, albeit, 
holy virgins, dedicate unto your service. 

How Tuimeth the record of history i It is the monu- 
ment unto fevered ambition, neither are the 
heroes cherished of the bard, but frantic and 
evil -hearted. 

O tragic Muse, thou art red with blood, and tears gush 
from thine eyes, and ye, blithe-hearted sisters, 
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16 ST. FKANCIS OP ASSIST act t 

light &re your lovers, yoanglings and of no 
&c«oiint. 

Ye laogb, ye sing, ye dance ; the while the three fates, 
sickoeai, eld, and death, spin their web everlasting. 

Bejoioe, while ye may and seal jour eyes unto suffer- 
ing, that lieth in wait, nnceaung, upon the way. 

For they that are hapj^ are chUdren and without heed. 

Folly is my Muse. She setteth hw bead high among 
her sisters, transcendent lady, virginwithoat peer. 

The name of my Muse, that is outcast and reviled, 

Clare. Strange invocation ! 

Beehakd. [In a vrhUper.J Pack this beggar-woman 
off. If Francis beholds her, there will be a vexing 
interlude. 

Egidicb. [To lAs Beogab.] Away with thee I 

FoAKCis, [Who hae observed him,] Stay, my child. 
The spectacle of the wretched poisons my delights. 
In their presence I am shameful and dare no mcve be 
glad. Their days that are without bread and their 
lives that are without hope unseal the lids of my re- 
morse, as it had been I that had stolen the lot in their 
destiny. Look upon this maiden, ragged and with 
naked feet, [To Olaks] clothed like you, how pretty a 
thing I Entreat her gently and gallantry would rejoice 
her as you. Why then a beggar? My soul is aflrighted 
at the wherefore of injustice. Whence comes she, 
Sorrow, Muse overcast. Muse without death, from 
the heavens or from the pit« of hell i 

Olakk.^ Well, let her have alms and go. Here, 
woman I 
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ACT I ST. I-TIANCIS OF ASSISI It 

FoAncia. [Stc^fpinff her.] Wliat! as a dog has its 
bone. She too Iiae a soul ! 

Bebnard. Francis, yoa mar our festival. . . . 

Fbancib. I would see a beam of joy lighten those 
sunken eyes, watching the f<n1;unate of this life, ay 
and wonder, with more reverence than envy ! 

Bbbnard. I wager that he will bring her in to join 
the dance. 

EoiDiUB. Away with thee, thou gipey. 

Frahcib. Poor swallow, an instant touching with 
thy wingB the threshold of this mossy bower, I tell 
thee, stay I 

BBoaAR. Lord, I dare not. 

Fbakcib. They that spurn thee are not evil. They 
are but rich ; nor wot they of the mystic chain linking 
sadness to delight. Thy face' is swarthy, but how 
white thy soul ! These, here, their fingers are rosy 
and their hearts are sullied. They laugh and sing, 
but tfaou weepest and thy streaming tears are thy 
adornment. 

Fbtkb. [To Fkancib.] She can compass nothing of 
thy fantastic pity. 

Bbooab. But well I see that this lord has the good- 
ness of the angels. 

Clake. [To Fbanoib.] Come, what is your burden ? 

Fkahcis. This . . . that you, our Lady of Beauty, 
give your hand to our Lady of Poverty. 

PBTBa. Would you have us auSer her to the dance ! 

FftAMcis. As it is with you, so with her. Be the 
greeting friendless or kindly, her heart is wrung or 
gladdened. She is agog for the frolics of her age. 
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18 ST. FRANCTS OP ASSISI act i 

Jjtit na fill har with menimeiit fcv « sptui, that she 
ma; forget th« chilliog night, stretched at the tree's 
foot, the long tread of the moming. The lark haa 
patched upon the garden-wall, cherish it awhile, before 
it spread its wings anew. 

CuKK. Whimsical ' that f ou are ! For the poor 
there is alms. Shall we bid them to the merry- 
making i 

Beckiab. Lord, let me depart. I am not welcome. 

FiLLNOis. Not 60. I wUl bend them to my per- 
suasion. I plead the supreme sanction, which is the 
privilege of this sceptre. [ am your prince and you 
shall hear me. If it be yonr will to dethrone me 
after, ao be it. I am yonr elect, not, I warrant, for 
my skill in hoarding ducats. To be laTtsh and more 
lavish is my single desert. To give is my satisfaction 
and I have grudged nothing to any man, neither to 
stranger nor to my friends. Joy, poesy and beauty 
are my exultation, but the terror of grief orerwhelans 
me. Awhile I sang, as it Uked me, tUI the glance of 
this child reached my heart. To her this bower is the 
abode of enchantment. You are comely, you are 
young, you are sumptuously vestured, and your lips 
are smiling. Would you hunt her away with heavier 
feet and drooping head towards no certain refuge, 
saying in her sorrow : " Itwaa a fine thing to be with 
the rich. I looked upon their festive sports and I 
forgot my misery; but my sorrow marred their 
merriment and they hunted me away." Ah, sweet 
comradesi not even for your good pleasure, will I have 
it, that on the day of judgment, a poor man shall 
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ACT I Sl\ FRANCIS OF ASSISI 19 

uifleaiid cry Bgainetme: "Hard of heart waa Frauds 
to me that was weak ; and niggard in the midst of his 
plenty ; evil, for all hU Christian hlood." Thaw your 
hearts, O you who are so smootli in speech of love. . . 
Love is oompassioD! Love is tcndemees of heart I 
Thus like bread to the body, it is the gift of a littl* 
joy to the souL What are your claims to happineea t 
The indulgence of gentle birth was granted yea. 
Everything has been yours and without your deserv- 
ing. radiant maidens, welcome this beggar-girl, aa 
she were your sister. Qive place to poverty within 
your festive ring, that heaven therein may have its 
portion. 

Olabb. Friends, let his words have their sway. 
Much have they troubled me. 

£uiLiA. Yerily, my heart is touched ! 

Cecilia. I have surely wept I 

MoincA. Francis has a poet's heart ! 

BxBNABD, Obey him this night and on the morrow 
Francis will bring a leper or a madman, the blind or 
the palsied. Our sports will become the refuge of the 
lame, the halt and the epileptic. Kay more, let us 
found a lazar-house. 

Francis, Hitherto have I served your caprice, deaf 
to the voice of authority ringing this day in my 
heart, 

Clare. What says that voice ? 

FoAiiGia. That Pity is the authentic Musei that 
th(»e that suffer must be comforted ; that the flowers 
which the tempest has bowed must be uplifted ; that 
the limpid waters of the runnels shall not be muddied; 
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20 ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI act i 

that faieiidfihip to all fttuioala and brotherlioen to all 
oreaturos ii the law. 

BxfiMABD. [In a whaper.] Does that voice not 
admonish thee how thoa troublest the Lady Olan ? 

EamiuB. [In a vAiap«r,] The beggar^girl is young, 
ay and comely. Dost thou forget it t 

Francis. [Ahaehed,] It is bo ! 

Bebnakd. Thou offandest thy friends, thou afflicteet 
her, who holds thee dear . . . 

Fraboib. I sought to gladden the face of grief and 
another, most dear to me, is shadowed. Glare. . . . 

CuAB. Wherein have I rebuked you i 

Fbancu, Oh, can it be that I have grieved you ? 

Clark, I beg you let the girl go ! 

[TKe Bbooab w«fpt. 

Fraitoib. It is Poverty which weeps. I, who would 
have soothed this child, have but added to her 
sorrow. 

Beritarb. Hearken then to the voice, the voice that 
thou must obey. Make thy choice between the frown 
of Glare and thy beggar-gixl. 

Frakois. [Distrained.] Love summons me, rosy 
spirit of delight, hut grief, the magnet, allures me, 
whether I would or no. 

Bebitard. Thy faltering offends the Lady Glare. 

Frahoib. Sweet comrades, I entreat you, bid the 
girl welcome to the dance ! 

Bernard. Thy subjects, king of the follies, yield 
thee dominion no more I 

EoiDitts. We will have thee abdicate, like a king 
in truth. 
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ACT I ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 81 

Fauioia. Rudely is a gnlf hollowed between us. 
Ay ; I am tliruBt out of your path. Dear friends, I 
have loved you well. 

Pkieb. Come, quit him I 

Glakb. Franois? 

Fk&NCIb. You, you alraie ore piteous among them, 

blosGom, jewel of Assid. Lovely and gnidons, 
sweet of soul, forgive me that I oSend you. Why I 
have acted thus, I will make clear, wheal myself 
shall know it. Oo then, with them. Aa in a vision ; 

1 bow to a decree. 

[Exmnt All, eawpt FauroiB and Bhoab. 

Beooab. My gmtle lord. 

Fkakoib. Bay not so. Thou wert but the inatm- 
ment of my fancy. I sought and foiled to cheer thee 
for awhile. 

BiooAR, Lord, you are kind. 

FKUicia. How signifies the act of kindness % My 
betrothed is cast down and my friends are weary, that 
in thee I might hail a symbol of holiness I Want, 
child, is the mark of sovereignty and they who spurn 
it are without light. Child, take thy road again. I 
should but say unto thee things of too dark a purport 
and of no avail. Gladly would I give thee money for 
thy journey, but I have nothing. 

Bkqqab. [Pointing to the bauhk.] Thou hast this. 

Frahchb. The bauble? Terily this plaything of 
mine has a seemly destiny, to grace the hand of 
poverty. Take also my cloak. 'Tis streaked with 
many colours. With these thou canst play the 
mountebank and make sport with the children in the 
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Tillages. When tbe door is rudely shut agftinst thee, 
u 18 the lot of hapless waTfarera, remember, for thy 
comfort, how thou didst meet one eveniag Franois 
Bemadone, that he used theeoourteouslyaud greeted 
thee, Poverty, as true l&dy, 

[Exit tk» Bbooar. 

Faanois. Alas, what aila ne this day ? All of a 
wonder am I and regardless of the world in whut I 
do. ';_ Clare took leave of me and sorrow looked from 
her eiy«B. She had no compass of my deed, so paadng 
strange, eauseless and astoDisbing myself. Whence 
comes it, this voice that the ear recks not of, but 
tolling through my heart, like echo through a valley, 
triumphant! The old passes away and the new 
b^ins. Awhile, I trifled and I loved myself ; it is 
dead and new intents are bom with me, bountiful 
but remote and dim 1 ILaughttr in the itmtgt,] I 
hear their merriment with unconcern. What moves 
aoross my conscience i Pshaw, who would give heed 
to such an isane t I would but have welcomed to 
the dance a beggar-girl, and my friends have said me 
nay. Pity, thy name is penalty I The sorrowing 
facM of the poor gaze from the threshold of the 
banquet, amid the roses of the bower and turn my 
cup to bitterness. And Clare! I have wrung her 
heart. God, the meaning of it t 

[He lita down d^ectedly, 
[Enter Cube. 

FUHOis, [Going toaarda her.] How gracious is 
your coming to me that am guilty. Can it be that 
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70a torpn my wayw&rd oddity ? miracle, I baTe 
dared offend jou I 

Clabx. The gipsy, where is she ! Sooth, by your 
quick freniy, I did think that you would wed her. 

Fkakcis. Her spell, it waa her penury alone I 

CuBX. Francis and Poverty 1 Such marriage 
were a symbol I 

Fbancis. You mock me. It is but just. 

CiABE. Grant it, the gipoy liked you well t 

FBAnois. Nay, she was but an allegory, a riddie, 
an idea. . . . 

Clare, And the idea ? 

Frutcis. Compaasion does no hni-t to love I Its 
bonnteoofl substance in us, va are quick to light on 
sorrow. 

Olabh. And thus you shield yourself ! 

FaAKOiB. Will you confound me? How shall I 
declare what barely I surmise i 

Olabx. At least make trial, it is my due 1 

Fraroib. You will judge me mad. It may be 
that I am I 

Olarb. In sooth, but now you were, though I am 
merciful. 

FaAMcis. When Jesus appeared among men, did 
He come robed in a pope's tiara or the purple of an 
emperor? Nay, He walked with naked feet, with 
but a single coat, and neither house, nor fields, nor 
flocks were His. The bread of charity was hia 
sustenance alone. The precious metals that sleep in 
tiis bosom of the earth were His to gather and Hia 
to strew at every step. What multitudes would bam 
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mn to be his retinue t But He would not. He was 
resigned to human drcnmsttuice ; as we are, so was 
H , But bis hand fiugered no coin, for gold is not 
measured as men value it, and the poor alone have 
the likenefis of Jesus. 

Olabe. The gold of Jesus was a gold of the spirit, 
glorified, immeasurable, from the mint of eternity and 
scattered for ever. It is Love. 

Fkancib. Love is the core of the riddle, but bow is 
Love the revealw . . . i 

Olase. Tt is enough that two beings bound the 
one to the other in a burst of flame. 

FoABOiB. Glare, my beloved, without peer ; your 
eyes are etorred with spotless beams and your lips of 
rose are aflame. As the star sheds its light, the 
motion of your hands, bands without mar, spills 
blessings and felicity. Heaven has stamped the 
fullness of its peace upon your brow. Your coun- 
tenance mirrors the universe, transmuting it to joy 
and calm and immortality. 

Olarb. Poet mine, the incense of yomr words 
enwraps me and I am giddy with them. Love . . . 

Fbakcis. Love radiates all about us. The toilsome 
day, the day of struggle vanes and man has left his 
labour and the bird has told its song. The cradling 
night stretches its soft scarf of velvet over the 
westering sun. The clouds are lingering in their 
gait and quiet is upon the leaves; the winds are 
stilled and the runnels cease their broO. All things 
are gathered to night's cloister, in thought and 
adoration. 
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CiABX. [Rapt.] The air is filled and fiUed again 
with minatrelf^. Mine ears do catch it. 

Francis. Heaven dowers the earth with the sainted 
kiaa of even. inexpressive hour, sweet with 
harmonj' ; in thee alt lives are melted in their source. 
Of old, John lay upon theshonldersof theMairterand 
now Creation slumbers in the arms of the Creator. 

Olabe. My soul claps its wings to thy voice's 
melody. See, the first star, bow it leaps down to the 
last streak of day. Thus, I turn towards th«e, drunk 
with thy spelL But the skies let not fall and 
the earth casts not up this hour's beatitude ; it jete 
from our yoked hearts; the evening's witchery is 
the mirror of our love. [The amgdus ringt. 

Fbancis. Sweet sounds chime in my ear, 

Clare. It is the ajigelus. 

Franoib. Theangelifs? 

Clare, The Angel of the Lord announced to 
Mary. , . , 

FKANCie. \Paeei9naUly.'] The birth of Love. 

\_EmJ3reKe, The (Mtffelus rings lUl the /all oj 
the curtain. 
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ACT II 
THE KNIGHT 

{In the baekffrottnd cyprestee and pinta itand out 
against the tky. On the right, the Chapel of St. 
Damian; hy ^ crvmhUng waU, ahove a stone 
altar, can be seen a Byzantine ervci/bs, etmeecrated 
to St. Mary ; a miseal m upon the altar.) 

[BSBNABD, EGIDIIirs and PErsK. 

BiSNASD. Behold the rnitied Ghepel of St. Buuian, 
vhere the dotb-merohant's sod will buckle on the 
golden spur of knighthood. 

EaiDiDS. 'Wherefore has he preferred this ancient 
hermitage! 

Petbk. Who can unravel the crotchets of Francis t 

EaiDics. The people will flock to see him conse- 
crate. 

Fbtkk, Onr bishop Qnido is to lay his hands upon 
the new-fledged Paladin. [ffe goes into the ehtq^l. 

EaiDiira. This ceremony will give high pteaeore to 
Bemadone. It has ooet him many a ducat, but vanity 
haa moizled avarice. A knight's aire I It has fetched 
his purse-strings open. Oar good frimd is somptn- 
ously fumished, 

Bbbnabd. [Coming out of the cAaTwf.] This rain is 
27 
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naked to all the winds and nothing I can see, bat a 
tall Ohrist, an anciNit painting and a monldering 
missal. 

PxiEB. WhAt strange imaginings has Franois ! 

BsmtAOD. He is fitly named. The faults and 
virtues of fair France are Tested in him. Dreamer 
and madcap, a man of whims and bounties, heroic 
and the son ol folly. What he says would ever make 
men gape. We laugh and he weeps ; he laughs upon 
our gravity. Is be poet, is he monk or is he disso- 
lute t For in him three men are mingled and haply 
to be a saint, haply a madman is his destiny. 

EGmins. Poet, not hero, is his mark. Conceive 
him cleaving the foemen I Use horse or dog with 
roughness and his spirit stirs. Let a chance beggar 
cross his steps and he is moved to pity. In winter, 
the very skylarks are his care. 

Fbtkb. Surely he is valiant. My eyes have watched 
his disregard of peril, but nothing will mend his 
sensibilily. 

EaiDiDS. For well two moons he has played the 
noisy braggart, and is overmuch equipped with finery. 
Let him now draw back and there will be a pretty 
din in Assisi, and a fine wrath from the father for 
the ducats he has spent. 

BxBNABD. Iwas but the other day he told me, 
with his candid air: "I shall make the noblest 
prince." 

EomiuB. Should Robert of Brienne have no better 
a oaptain, the Germans are like to be lords of Apulia 
tor many a day yet, despite the Pope's admonishments. 
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Berhabd. Franoie has his head stuffed with adven- 
ture and renown. He has conned the SVench laTS, 
Boland, Arthur, the Kound Table, Farceval. . . . 

FsiEB. A trusty warrior. Gentile of Oampilio, is 
to be his sponsor. 

BKBitABD. Think you he will quit ABsiei in quest 
of phantoms, he who is beloved oE our Lady Clare . . 
the rose of beauty and virtue ? 

PffTER. The Lady Glare is countess born, nor will 
her haughty sire, the lord Favoriuo of ScifG, suffer a 
match with lowliness. 

Berhabd. Nay, he would yield before his daughter's 
tears, gilded by Bemadone's many shining ducats. 

[Bnltr Francis, fuUy armed, Qehtilb of 
CampiUo arid Train. 

Francis. [To the three above.] Dear friends, boon 
fellows of my junketings and soon to be sponsors of 
my oonversion. Oentile of Oampilio, a knight of fair 
report, my mentor, is no stranger to you. Ah, who 
can boast that he can cast the horoscope of fate 
aright! The merchant's son, your jester prince, 
haply will come to be a king indeed. The hberal 
fire of conquest glows within me ; the lustre of my 
fortune summons me and the wide world shall ring 
with my name. My gentle comrades of our merri- 
ment and dalliance, the lute of the troubadour ia laid 
aside. Do you likewise. Have done with noise and 
matters of no profit. 

Bernard. Whence comes it, this new mission, thus 
unexpectedly? 

Francis. We are fain to pierce the mystery that 
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is life, soma by pleuare a&d others by endeavour, but 
the first are astray. Awhile I dallied to my full, but 
now I gird myself, to serve and to deliver. The deed, 
the deed exalta me. Tenth Muse is she, bo lifted high 
from her nine sisters, so towering that she has no 
name, Beren sacraments are there, but thoo, 

knighthood, art the eighth t 

Bb&nabd. His brain is ever quick with fanraes; 
profane and sacred blossom afresh with secret 
flowers of his imagination. Lo, we have a new Muse 
and a Sacrament unknown before. 

Gektile. Let him battle but as he talks and the 
dty will reap much glory. 

Fbancis. Wherefore this melancholy that weighs 
upon the world ? It travails under the sway of the 
mighty, under the hand of Cain. The knight, angel 
of earth, harbinger of justice, is consecrate to weak- 
ness. He is the warrior of the oppressed, the fulfil- 
ment of the divine word. He smites and the arm of 
the Most High is made manifest, for Roland's lance 
is A holier thing than Turpin's crosier. Ab, let me 
feel jthe hallowed spurs, steel of Heaven, clasp my 
heels ; let the clean blade gleam in my right hand, 
the two-edged blade, blade of justice, deliverer of the 
poor from the tyranny of the rich, salvation of the 
innoosnt from the snares of the f reward ; the& 'shall 

1 deem myself regenerate, then shall I be deserving 
of your love, 

OSNTiLX, Warfare is the call of a ruthless heart. 
Bernadone, lean not overmuch upon pity I The 
warrior is the wild beast ; he rends and is rejoiced. 
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Feel but the dre&dful rapture of battle; let thioe 
eyee be but tranced with the sight of blood ; be but 
poaeeBsed of the trtazy of the rout, of the trampling 
and the daughter; gazs but upon thy foe in his 
throes in the dust, his head crunched beneath thy 
loot, and then, then sbalt thou know thy mission. 

Frahoib. Oh, savagely! 

GsNTiLE. Stand in fancy before thy foeman. The 
world fades from thee and one of you is doomed. 
Thou art blind to all eave two eyes sbootiug their 
fiery swords upon thee ; deaf to all save the bisaing 
breath of his hate. It scorches thy face and rage gets 
hold upon thee. Thy sword is llft«d and whirled 

about thee; thou smitest It shivers the 

helmet; it pierces the skull, and the head, like a ripe 
fruit, is split in twain, cloven to the nose, ay, and to 
the teeth, and the brain gushes out in its fragments . . 

Fbahcis. Oh, horrible imaginings I The knight, 
who fells his foe, epar^^ when he is prostrate. 

Oektilk. Thou tbinkest upon the joust; the 
combat of courtliness. 

Franoib. Wounds and death I will defy, and ever 
bear myself in knightly wise. 

Qehtile. When the thrusts crack thy armour and 
tby blood clots in the joints of iron, thou wilt be 
savage enough, I warrant thee, like us all. 

Fauicia. The encounter of knlght« is else than 
that of wolves I 

Gentile. Thy faith is in the troubadours, false 
charlatans, whose poesy doth cheat the hearer, to 
beguilehim. The knight is kindred to the wdf, save 
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only ia the oauae. The beast is thrall to hunger and 
the doughty knight is setvant to renown. Be the 
stakes what they may, for shame or glory, but man is 
turned to wolf in combat. Dub him heroic wolf, wolf 
consecrate or wolf of heaven, yet wolf be is and savage, 
ravenous. Elsewise, men fight not ever. 

Fbaitcis. Hold thy peace! Wilt thou sully my 
vows with tby foul conceits ? Art thou not sensible 
that life is a holy thing, that to deal out death is a 
challenge to Ood Himself t 

Gbntile. Be you my arbiters ! This Francis 
apprehends warfare as he would a tourney. War is 
the poem, of spilled blood; its green palm-branch 
burgeons on the chamel heap. The strain of victory 
swells amid the death-rattles and the lamentations 
and mounts with the pestilent reek of the carnage. 

Fkanoib. God will have none of it, 

Gektiix. Seek out the oracle of history and the 
epic. What were their deeds, those renowned, those 
BUgbty, those glorious emperors, captains and valiant 
knights, the theme of men's praise and the argument 
of many a lay! They slew without pity, without 
truce. Alexander, Ciesor and great Charlemagne, 
what were.they? Destroyers with vultures for their 
retinue. Their every eve was purpled with burnings, 
turning the verdurous fields to desolation and mowing 
'neath harvests of dead men God's blessed grain, with 
mighty sweeps of the sword. Verily, warriors are 
wolves and wolves only. . . . 

Francis. The Kingdom of the Lamb. . . . 

Gbntilb. How is Jesus revealed to humanity ? By 
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Hie blood. Redemptioo is the prioeof poia and tobe 
made manifest the Everlasting sacrificed His Sod. 
By blood and through blood is the accompUabment of 
earthly things. Behold, the universe is red and 
streaming, for Christ's blood oozes from the firomptings 
of triumph and to slay the treepasBers is our sacred 
taek. 

Franoib. Nay, to vanquish them, to turn them to 
repenlanoe. Death shows himself and the inflexible 
purpose of a chastened life is exalted. 

Okntili. Thou prateBt,*Bernadone, like a priest and 
not a knight. 

Francis. [StarHnff a little aside.] See, how gviftly 
the firmament lowers upon us, and the shining path, 
the path of the Holy Graal, is unveiled, forbidding, 
bloody, a dreadful thing. There streamed before my 
eyes a banner studded with stars; so blithe I was. 
St. George stretched me his hand and a wolf comes in 
his stead. fealty, justice and courtesy, three muses 
of knighthood, enchanters of my soul, what shape 
have you taken upon you ? 

Rdand and Godfrey, were you but wolves ? 1'he 
voice that brought me hither is silent and only 
peradventure in solitary contemplation will my ears 
catch it again. 

PffiEB. [To Gentile.] Good man-at-arms, you are 
no cunning orator. Your speech afTrights his zealotry, 
before it is scarce bom. 

Gkntilb. How ahall he bear the shock of blows who 
trembles at a word f 

Pbirs. Nay, but Francis is not yet upon his way. 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



34 ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI act ii 

OlNTILE. Pish 1 

Bbbha&D. [To Fbanois.] Whither goeat thou ? 

Fbancis. Let silence be mj counsellor ! 

[Fbancis mtera the Chapel. 

[EiOer CU.RE, followed by Cecilia, Emilia 

and Monica, Faoeb aarry in thts hdmat 

and the sword on ouahumt a/nd another 

Page bears t!ie lamce, 

Beekabd. [Going up to Clabe.] Erer fond to him 
vho ill rewards you ! To venture the hazard of battle 
he forsakes you and jou come to grace his paasiDg I 

Clabe, Rebuke him not, I tell you. He is crested 
with my favours I 

Bebnabd. Beloved of you, and yet he goes I What 
dowers the madcap fellow with snch magic Id your 
eyes? 

Clabe. Sirrah ! Step warily ! 

Bebnabd. Yerily, your love deserves not to be his 1 

Clabe. Howbeit he is lord of it, and if he spurn 
it my heart is shut to all men and opens never. 

Bebnabd. In all Aasisi there is no man who would 
not haste to serve thee and abandon all. 

Clare, Therein their sacrifice would be of no avail, 

Bebnabd, You have forgiven his passage with the 
beggar-girl ? 

Clabe. Francis did not err. 

Bebnabd. Ah, that smacks of witchcraft. 

Clabe. Comrades bring to trial and reproach their 
fellows; but lovers harmonize and interpenetrate. 
To think as he thinks has bectsne my portion, let him 
wound me as he may. [Bebnabd ntove* away. 
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Fkakcis. [Whohaahadhiamfeajiaiedontheorueifix.1 
How mild is the glance of those eyes upon me, no 
mirror of the Pasaioa'B awfulnees, but brotherly, 
compasBion&te, shedding their pity for our daily need. 
He who Bet His mighty sign before us, the hertnc 
One, Who took unto Him Poverty and Death after- 
warda for wife, oethereal nuptials. He looks upon us 
inezpressively. He has shed no blood, but gushed 
from His own veins. He forbids to slay, ay, and the 
moat evil. The Lamb of God will have no captaincy 
of wolves. My hands are virgin yet, and undefiled 
with blood. 

OxHTiLS. [Utuaty.] His orison is everlasting. 

Fktbb. You have quickened his every qiieaaiueafl. 

Okntils. Surely he will master it. 

FfiAscia. [Rapt.] True chivalry is not of iron. But 
how shall I lay bare- the better path, and who will 
show it me f 

Oentilb. [Going towarda Franctt.] He lifts hii 
voice in prayer. What says he ? 

Clahe. [Stopping him.] Bevere the mysteries of 
his Honl. 

GsNTiLS. I am unquiet for my pupil, Lady Clare. 

FoAHOis. [Joining hie hands] Thou, Source of all 
being; God in man and Ood in brotherhood. From 
this cross of shame Thou govemeet the world, and by 
Thy death Thou hast created it anew. Evil has bowed 
the knee, not by the sword, but by Thy example. 
Thon hast but shown life's best maturity and Thou 
hast conquered, Ofaaeten the unrest in which my 
spirit strays. O Jesus, what is my task t A word, 
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a. token ? I hail Thee for my sovereign. Do Tbou, 
Who aeeet into all hearts, search mine, [A n/ence, 
/oUowed hy a aharp exdamation.] Who calls ou me ? 
Who spoke my name! Lord, is it Thou? ^ay, so 
great a wonder cannot come to paaa, and I am 
mazed. [Attother aiienee.'] This time I can no longer 
doubt ; my name has spurted from Thy lips. [Tkrovr- 
ing himeelf on his knees.] Lord, Lord, I am here. 
Thy knight doth mind Thee, King of Heaven ; direct 
me with Thy word. What wilt Thou that I dot 
Thee it was I sought through all my follies, and 
thought to find Thee in my feats of valour. . . . 
Teach me Thy will and reveal me the way of Thy 
favour. I am Thy servant, Thy soldier, and Thy 
slave. [Silence, brolcen hy heavy sight of astonishment.] 
wonder of my salvation. Thou deemeet me worthy 
of a quest. Thou biddeet me " mend this chapel " ; 
it ia Thy will that I should prop Thy tottering Ohurch 
for "love of Thee>" Qradous and Almighty, it shall 
be according to Thy pleasure, TJp, couch Thy lance 
against the age and look you how a Ohristian knight 
shall match the proudest Paladin, My faith I pledge 
Thee, Kiug'of Heaven. I, thy knight in fealty, will 
bend the world to acknowledge Thy dominion. 

[Ee stands v^, and appears on lAs threshold. 

Cubs. [Ptrorimng Fkakois on the threshold.] A 
splendour radiates from his countenance. Behold him 1 

Cboilu. He has a prophet's mien 1 

HoNiOA. His eyes gleam with an unearthly lustre I 

Fbahois. chivalry, phantasy of glory, and thou, 
gallantry, phantasy of love, farewell ! 
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Clabx. What Baya he? Have miae ears heard 
aright t 

Fbancis. Lady, my vows ate taken ; I entreat you 
hearken to them. 

Clarh. Fnuicis, your mien, your words disorder 
me, and fear poBsesses me. , . . 

Fk&scib. Without that voice anspeakable, thrice 
holy, within my uplifted aoul, I could not endure the 
sweetness of your own. 

Glabx. What voice mean you ? 

Fbascis. The voice which said nnto Simon Feter : 
" Come, follow Me." 

Olabb. You pronounce these ruthless words with 
fondest stress. 

Fbaxcis. Your eyes preserve their sovereign appeal, 
but others, that I may not withstand, have looked 
upon me. 

Olabx. What eyes mean you t 

Fbancib. The eyes that dared not look on Judas 
at the Last Supper. 

Clabe. Ill-fated one ! He is persuaded that 
Jesus has appeared and spoken to him. 

Fbancis. It is true, 

Glabe. Gan it be that the Saviour has come down 
from Heaven and robbed me of your soul! 

Frasgib. Though He has gathered all my heart, 
yet are you no exile from it. 

Glare. If you are His, my betrothed is lost to 
me. 

Fbahcis. My soul still cherishes your own; its 
passionate sister. 
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OuKS. Forbear! Tour talk abuses reason and 
sinKleneBB of heart. Will you become a priest i 

¥sAsoi3. Nay, I will keep my knighthood. Sack- 
cloth, the colours of my Elng, I will carry as 
my gage, aad I will do His works: humility and 
poverty. 

Clabe. [Indtspair.] Thus my foreboding is fulfilled 
and he espouses poverty, 

Fbakcis. The marriage celebrated of old in Gali- 
lee. .. . 

Claiue. And the love that was dedicate to 
you? 

FsANCie. No love it is, but love's phantom. 

Claire. A phantom! The effulgent flood that 
washed our hearts. . . . 

Fbancib. Such love is torch-light in the darkness 
of the night; another glisters as peerless as the sun. 
Hardly can I fathom it ; but soon I will discover it 
to you. 

Olabs. Art thou mad, or falw of heart? 

Fbancis. Love signals me and I must bow to its 
decree. You are the consummate bloom of every 
beauty, but Heaven lures me to its wondrous 
bounties. 

Clabe. My love and his renown, he has forsaken 
theml 

Frahcib. My aspiration flies to glory everlasting, 
and I am learned in immortal things. 

Clare, His spirit's wings speed proudly upward ; 
while I, I linger here, mingled with the throng. Nor 
is his resolve ruffled by aught of regret. 
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VoisaiB. Forgive the evil tliat I do you. I will 
atone for it. 

OentuiE. [To Fbahcis.] Gome, vhat haa thy medi- 
tation revealed to thee ? 

Fbasois. On* more cumung in words will declare 
it to thee. 

BsBHABS. ThoQ hast been right chary hitherto of 
aid to tell thy mind. 

FnUTCis. The King Himself will be His beiftld's 
interpreter. 

EoiDius. Thy ^irit ia inscrutable, nor can I 
divine it. 

FsAncia. [To Bernabs.] Go, fetch the dusty Gospel 
from the altar. 

[BxBNABD nods hie Kaad and oh«y». 

EoiDins. We shall be partners in some odd caprice. 
The Lady Olare can scarcely stay her tears. 

Gentilx. It misgives me now as to what portends 
hie mission. 

Bebnahd. Take thy book. 

F&ANOiB. Open at a venture and read therein. 

Berkakd. \Readingl\ " If thou wouldst be perfect, 
go, sell that thou hast and give to the poor, and 
come, follow Me," 

Fbakcis. By his choice, the Christian knight ia 
first a beggar. [To Bebhabd.] Consult the book a 
second time. 

Bebnabd. " Take nothing for thy journey, oeither 
staff, nor wallet, nor bread, nor money." 

Fbancis. The Christian knight leans upon bis God 
alone. The last time, Bernard, read where thou wilt. 
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Bkrmabs. "IF any man would oome after me, let 
him den; himself and follow me." 

Frahois. Such are the decrees of OhristiuicMvaliy. 
Indigence, eecurity in Qod and self-deepising. Bear 
testimony all to this my triple tow. 
Cure. Oh, heaven I 

Bernard. I said aright he woald not go. 
EaiDiDS. And wilt thou store the virtues behind 
thy father's counter t 

Gbmtils. Benunciation of thy knighthood thus ; 
the pity of it ! 

Fbanoib. For me, the croes is meeter weapon than 
the sword, and I will bear my harden sans fear and 
Sana reproach. My horse finds favour with you, 
Oentile ? 

Gentile. It is a peerless charger. 
Franois. Tahe it. It is thine. Wouldst thou my 
lance, my buckler and my sword t 

Oentile. Thou art pleased to jest? Thy father 
comes this way. 

Frakois. Which father mean you ? 
Bernasd. Verily, his wits have left him ! 
Frutou. Say not so ! My wisdom comes to birth. 
Each man is fathered twice, .... His earthly 
father who begat him, and to whom all reverence ; 
hia heavenly Father Who created him, to Whom all 
adoration. 

Petbr. Be wary of thy father here below. 
Frakois, Here I declare the first-fruits of my 
valour, and in this place I challenge all the world, 
world's logic and world's wisdom. 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



ACT II ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 41 

Bbrnabo. Francis, what is thy clum ? 

Traxgib. To fulfil my Father's works I 

Fktek. Hey, but thy father is a merchant. 

Fkuscib. Eternity he bartarB to hia sor« afOiction. 

PiTEB. Take heed of Bernadone's wrath 1 

Francis, My heed is only of Ohrist's festival I 

[Enter Bebhaixini. 

Bkbhadokb. Where art thou, new-fledged knight ! 
Dear son, it gladdens me to see thee furnished thus. 
Nay, not Robert of Brienne himself has such an 
equipage, 

FsAsoia, I fear thou wilt be sore provoked, my 
father. 

Berkadonb. I will beindulgeottotby pranks, up(m 
this day of grave ceremony. Who calls the merchant 
Beruadone niggard, who orders his array thus 
sumptuously ? 

Fbanoib. Surely, my father, thy testinesa will 
scourge me 1 

Bebnadohb. Is it more of thy besotted charity t 
Thy ducats oose away like very mitee. 

Fbakcis. My father, I entreat thy pardon. 

Bebnadone. Ay, 1 pardon all, for chivalry's fair 
name. 

Fbancib. My father, I forsake the sword, the lance. 

Bkbnadone. What say'st thou, 

Fbancis. 1 was deluded. No bucklingof thespur, 
but other is my mission, 

Bbbhajk>hi. How? 

Pbamcib. Hear me then, father. My new intent is 
contrary to thine. 
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Bbbnasomr. I did make shift of full many of tby 
crotchets. . . . 

Frahois. Hereafter, I am done with them. 

Berkadone. Declare thyself. What is thy misdf 

FaANCiB. My purpose is to don the hermit's 
clotb. 

BxKNADoifE. Ho I thou rascal! Restore me first my 
ducats and my fair repute. This stroke of thine has 
fleeced me of my wealth and stripped me for the gibes 
of all. Already the tauntinga of the city din my ear. 
A truce to this craziness, I tell thee. The Bishop is 
upon his way, and 'fore Qod, he'll come upon no 
bootless quest. His blessing is as costly as a suit 
of armour. Francis, enough of this thy plaguy 
folly. 

Frakcu. Father, ss I have spoken, so shall it be. 

BxBNADOini. Sirrah ! Beware I 

Francis, Tour displeasure is but just and I 
acknowledge it. 

Bebnadonz. Oire ear, good Francis. My speech 
is mild. Imposenet this presumption on me. Fonder 
awhile. Thy youth has beeo full prosperous by my 
means. Thou hast been welcomed by thy lavishnees 
within the circle of the nobles. To give was thy 
delight, and by my assent. Wilt thou, this day, put 
my good name in jeopardy! 

FxAHois. My own I stoke likewise, for I have sworn 
to be Ood's servant. 

Bernadoke. Wilt thou beard me? Handle thy 
lance, else I wUI wield it as a cudgel and thou wilt be 
witneea of the merriest droblang. 
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Faincis. Tou ar« iusredulous, but natheUas I epeak 
troth. Jesus vouchsafed to speak uoto me. 

BxRKADOHl. Thou fool, thoa overweenmg, doltish 
thing 1 Thy words do spell derision. Jesus spake to 
thee, presumptuous boy I 

Iiook upon this saintly mouther, this miracle-worker, 
a popinjay, a wanton ever dangling the guitar. V<xc 
ever mumming and bedding with the dawn. Ood 
speaks to him, and he is never at the church, . . . 

Fbahob. I am unworthy of His graciousness, but 
our gentle Saviour has oft been pleased to winnow 
fwth the frailest and the lowliest, that his leving- 
kindneaa might ebine the brighter. 

BxBif ADONK. So Ood hatt spoken to thee i Well, 
sir, what said He to thee ? 

Fkancis. He charged me restore His tottering 
church. 

BxBHADOMs, What church i 

Fkasgib. This ancient chapel 1 

BxBir&soNE. So be it I ]Jet all men testify my 
matchless excellence ; myself will bear the burden and 
execute the heavenly decree. I will pay the masons ; 
but thou, fulfil thy vow I 

Fbasoib. If the Emperor commanded you : " Do 
this," would you summon menials for the task t 
Yourself would do hia will, for honour's sake. Jesus 
requires that I rebuild the church with the labour 
of my hands, and no silver will I take but in 
charity. . . . 

BsRHASOira. The hermit is converted .to the beggar. 
Oh 1 last extremity of folly. Is thy| sick brain yet 
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pregnaDt with new oontrivancee, to my confosioii} 
Wilt thou Bhame me thus Z ' 

FsASGis. I bend my head unto iny heavenly 
lather 1 

Bebnasone. Thou oaitifr, doet thou renounce me T 
Knoweet thou not what heaven enjoins upon chil- 
dren ... to be reverent and dutiful ? 

TiLsoa, Thy words are true; but Ofarist baa 
ipoken. 

Bbbnadone. Speak He thus and He is contrary to 
His very precepts. 

Fbihois. I am full sensible of your choler. 

Bkbhaoons. And thou ehalt have full evidenee of 
it, except thou doat comply. 

Fbakoib, Liefer would I die! 

BxBNADoirz A cudgel I Fetch me a cudgel I 

[Se teiztt Faufcis by the neek. 
[Enter GtiiDO, tn a eopa, followed by 

ACOLTTKB. 

GuiDO. Peace bo with you ! Sir Bemadone, where- 
fore this anger ? 

Bernadonb. Sire! My son apes freniy, to distract 
me. The froward has it that his heavenly Father 
forbids his enterprise to the crusade, and he will for- 
swear bis knighthood to become a beggar, 

Odido. I am come to sanctify his arma. If he 
turn bis purpose, I will depart. 

Bebhadone. Will you not admonish this, my 
unworthy son? Will no censure issue from your 
lipe? He whelms me with disgrace and makes me 
food for mockery. He has renounced me and 
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bruited it abroad. Deem you him not meet for 
censure ? 

QciDO. Sir, these brawls are family m&ttws. If it 
please you chastiae Francis, arraigD him before the 
Oouncils. 

Fauiois. Let me make the church my vocatiOB 
and I am exempt from their jurisdiction. 

QuiDO. It is true. If then, my son, thou pro- 
claim thyself consecrate to Holy Church, I, in thy 
name, will uphold the freedom of the priest. 

Fbancis. I am Christ's servant, I declare it. 

BzBHAnoHB. Unnatural child I Son of perdition ! 
I disinherit thee. 

Trahois. My father ; unflinching I forewoar. . . . 

Bkrkadohs. Words, words t Make good thins 
apostolate. Forswear in writing with due ceremony, 

Fbaitcis. It ia well. 

Beuadoiib. Take myink-hom and the vellum, for 
the Bishop to attest his signature. Hand me thy 
renunciation. And know this, that a hermit has no 
need of patrimony. 

Francis. My father, herein I may obey you, and 
I am prompt to do your pleasure. 

[He etUeri the ekapd. 

Bkkkadoke. Thou whoreson, thou wretch, thou 
treacherous knave 1 

Gnmo. Hold, sir, you are too short with him and 
stretch your words past moderation. 

Olarx. Francis is witless, but you, air, are over- 
harsh. 

Bbkradonb. Hey t Do you shield him t It be- 
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eomes you, Lady Clare, alike with me to hold him in 
abhorrence. 

CiiAKE. Myself, I lore your son ; you love him not. 

Bebhadonx. Hb renounces me before you all, 

FouiciB. [WritM on tJte aliar,] Lord, I am ran- 
Bomed from all earthly sanction, and to Thee alone 
am wholly dedicate. To love, to family and the 
world I say farewell for Thy loving kindness only. 

Bermadoite. [Haging.] Kot only is he madman, 
but a very thief. This speciousnees of his has 
filched me of my wealth. Think yon I would have 
lavished all this brave array upon him, had I divined 
his perfidy ! He has plundered me, and is a pilferer, 

Fbascib. [Overhearing.] Ah, he shall be restored 
his possessions, all that has been mine. 

[St pataes behind the altar and talcM off kit 
dothee, 

Behkadone. Thou beggarly rascal I thou cheat I 
thou accursed dogt Wilt thou bring down buf- 
fooneries on my grey hairs ? 

Cube. Sir, your words are shameless and nn- 
fatberly. 

Francis. [Buthing from the chapel, bearing hia 
garments tn a bundle and the twiluin.] Hearken all 
and hold my words in memory. Peter Bernadone, 
hereto I named you father ; henceforth I am Ood's 
squire, llierefore I lay down the portion of my 
heritage and yield him all, my raiment also. ITought 
have I now pertaining to him. Thus and thus only 
I shall speak hereafter : " Our Father which art in 
Heaven." [Be casta hia burden at hitfathw'tfvet. 
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QuiDO. [Drawing himund«r^eovenng of hiaoope.] 
Francis, nssuage thine dxallation and come, shelter 
beneath tny cope. 

Bebnadokb. Look upon him, look upon him, the 
demoniac ! 

A BsoOAR. [Hmergiiifffi-om^theorowd.] Full many 
a time has Francis fed me with the bread of charity, 
and I do gladly tender him my ancient mantle. 

Olabs. [To Bebkard.] A hard commentary upon 
you is this beggar's deed. 

Bkbitadonz. He gets no more of me, does be say ? 
He is deceived. The crumbs of my affection I 
surrender to him. My curse upon his head I 

Fbancib. [Who has put on the doak.] A father's 
curse, ruthleis an it be, affrights me. Thou, 
who hast bestowed thy mantle on me, take thou a 
father's office. 

Bebnadohe. Wheresoever I shall find thee, Francis, 
there I will vent my curses on thee. 

Fr&nois. [Tothe Begqas.] If thouseeat Bemadone 
curse me and I shall say to thee " my father," cross 
thyself and bless me in hia atoad. 

Bkrnasone. [7*0 on urcAin,] H thou wilt, this ducat 
shall be thine. Bun through the streets of Assisi and 
herd the urchin&toyon. Tell them a madman shelters 
at St. Damian. Flock hither in a press to stone him 
and torment him. Him who was my son, I deliver to 
their hootings. 

[Exit Bebnadons hearing the garmenta of 
FRANCIS and the vellwm. 

OniDO. Francis, what wilt thou do^ 
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Frahois, Accomplish my tow I 

GuiDQ. The w&ys of God u-e dark, nor can I 
determine judgment. Whether a eeer elect of Qod, 
or whether antic, the future shall discover, 

[Exit toith hU train. 

Bernard, What !s friendship's office ? 

PBTsa. We cannot counteaance his folly. 

EoiQiue. Come, quit him I 

GxKTiLi. When all forsake Mm, meditation will 
advise him best ! 

[Exeimt ail; CuRX and her friends after all 
the reit. FaAHCia stands t^art aa if in 
prayer. 

FauiaiB. [J2on0.] Each several link is shattered, 
yea even the link of love, the link of blood, and by 
my hand& I stand unfettered, freest of mankind. 
This mantle, lent me by a beggar, is my only goods. 
Inheritances, law-euita, traffics, sorry cares, remote 
from my imaginings. Unpent, like birds they soar 
above me, sporting in the lustrous firmament of 
deathless dreams. This day, what signifies the 
covenant of men ? The devil I defy 1 my neighbour 
I defy I Stones and calumny I run the gauntlet of 
alone I He who shall come to slander me is my friend, 
for he will "put my patience to the proof. Hence- 
fta^ard nought shall chance, that serves not for my 
uplifting. Behold, I am distant, out of time, out- 
topping man and fronting Ood. O poverty, I greet 
thee with an heart aflame, my puissant mistress, our 
Lady of ddiverance. 

[Enter a fy-oop of Ukohina who dimb the 
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mtaU hillodk. Thty noma fonoard toOh 
tilmt grimaces and attmmnd Fkuiois. 
CHiLDRsr. Tb« madman, the madman. Out, out 
upon thee. Hey, the madman. Ho, ho, 

FaiNciB, A corse entices flies and I am dead to all 
my feUow-meu. 
Ohildbsb. The madman of St, Damian 
Looks in the church to find, 
OooBS ! Something less than nothing. 

His mind. 
Ho, ho, out upon thee. 
Frahois. Behold these innocents, already evil-doers 
tor the sake of gain. 
OniLDBXN. The madman, hey, the madman. 

Ho, ho, out upon thee I 
Fhamcis, There runs a tale of how the flies assailed 
a lion, so that he perished, Methinks I shall be quit 
of them for less, a little plaster and some hallooing, 
OHiLDBEir. [More aggrestive.] 

The madman of St. Damian 
Looks in the churob to find, 
Quees I His mind. 

[Enter Olaek. 
Olakb. [To tht Leader^ A ducat has been given 
thee and here are more. Now, get thee gone, thee 
and thy rascally playfellows. 

Ubohiit, Ho, come, all of you to my feast. Quit 

the madman, quit him ! See! These duoate all for us t 

Ohildbxr, Hey, hey, huzza for the madman, shont 

for the madman I [ExU Childrbe, 

Fkanoib. sainted woman, come you back to him. 
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the son uscuraiil of ttis father, him, forsaken of his 
friende, the beggarman, the vitless one t All bare 
fled my presence, but the Lady Glare is with me. 
O face, new oome from Paradise, O Madonna's heart 
nevbom, my benisons apon you. 

CuBi. Francis, why played you me false 1 A 
stouter faith from you was my desert. Deny the 
wcrld and it is well, but why denied you me 
likewise f 

FsAKciB. Verily, I am guilty in your sight. At 
a breath it came to pass, an it were a vision. I 
besought on healing inspiration in my sore distress 
and Jesus tarried not to answer me. Come, O my 
belovM lady, oome and haply the wondrous oruoifiz 
will speak to you. 

OuBB. Nay, I fear this baneful ground, wherein 
my dream of youthfulnees, my dream of sweet felicity, 
has taken wing. 

FoAKois. My own likewise. And, oh, what 
pleaeantnees 1 

Clabi. Tour love is vanished from me. Oh, tell 
ma wherefore is it gone ! 

Fbahcis. I have loved you never as I love you at 
this hour, when I am wretched, solitary, dishonoured. 

CUBK. Natheless, you spurn me away I 

Fbascis. It is the voice which leads to Qod. 
Already you go after it, for you are come and speedily 
to comfort me. 

Cube. But at the last, you leave me sorrowful, to 
follow a voice all excellent in your ayes and heedlesa 
of my wounded heart. 
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FniNCis. I will oaU upon Ood; I will call bo 
camestl; that he will reetore roe my betrothed. 

Clabi. Of your own will you hunt her away. 

Fkanoib. I am the eervant to a God of ezcellencw, 
of joatice and of great kinditeee .... And I shall 
not lose you. That I know full well. 

Clabx. words void of understanding 1 You lose 
me ; I declare it unto you. Farewell. lExii- 

Fbakcib, God's own. Yea, you are his and yon are 
mine. The grace of Heaven site upon you. Oh, 
slender aa a flower, praised be the Lord who fashioned 
her in comelineBs like this. To my task 1 I have 
loitered overmuch. Let me rebuild the chapel. 

[Se begint to carry itonet, 
[Fbahoib tcorkiTig. Up ttage, Olabk and htm' 
frwadt, Beritakd and Peter. 

Bernabd. According as he spoke he has done I 

FsTEB. He is mad I 

Bbkkard. Oome, leave the witless fellow to his lot. 

Olabk. Ifay, this is no madman I It is an angel. 
His heart is of exceeding greatness, of exceeding 
beauty and exceeding innocence; nor could any 
woman fill it. Heaven was jealous of my pride ! Ood 
has anattdied him from me 1 
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THE MISSION OF CLARE— MARCH 19, 

1812 

(^Tke int^or of Our Lady of th« Angtia-~alnwit a 

ham.) 

[Francis; a/rov/nd him are hiifirat dtmnplea, 

Bkekabs^ Egidivb, Peter, Stltbstbk, 

Lxo ; among ih« audienet, Olake, 

Cecilia, Euilia and Monica, 

Francis. [Preachmg.] My masters, my brotbsrs, 
and my children I your quest is happinesa, and I have 
found it. Fie, yoa will say. How shall this sluggard, 
thia antic, who set Assisi by the ears, this rude fellow, 
bow flhall he presume to teaoh as, who is less than 
we t But He Who fashioned the world out of chaos. 
He likewise fashioned brother Fninds out of leaa. 
The great King, of Wbom I am the herald, spake to 
me : " Francis, My Oburch tottereth to its fall," and 
I did gird myself to build again the chapel, Nor had 
I compassed that our souls are verily the ohurcbee ; 
that Christ doth plant His will within our bosoms, 
rather than upon His altars. Within the garden, 
untended and forlorn, rank weeds do choke the 
flowers. Likewise do passions choke the virtues. 
Ambition licks ua up, and envy is our taskmaster ; in 
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pride of heart we are bom; therefore we are in 
bondage. Man's pUudita steel lU to endeavonr un- 
relazing. From tiie toils of the world, from the tenia 
of gold I am come to deliver you. Behold me, in my 
lowliness, a man set free I If one of you should riae 
&nd say unto me : " Francis, thy words are like to the 
braying of an ass," his judgment fits my very estimate. 
Vanity I have cast away, the burden of folly. Do 
you likewise. By love oar soul has Its being. Spurn 
covetousnesB and vain-glory, and God is in the room 
of vanity. Love is harbinger of peace and happi- 
ness. One only has cherished us woeful men, He 
Who like the pelican sacrificed Himself. Therefore 
love you Jesus. He is mild of heart and of your 
labour, howso scant it be, He takes glad reckoning. 
For in love nought is lightly weighed or of little 
count. Lave, and love always. Let 3rour heart be as 
a furnace, wherein others may be heated. Fire is 
without stain and without corruption, and nothing 
base can quench its fieriness. Love and love always ; 
Love is Christ. Grant Him your heart and I will 
stake you His. He is at once your Father and your 
Brother, your Friend and your Beloved. Come to 
Him, and peace and liberty shall be your portion. 
Love ever. 

[Francis kiiede and praya. Sia Hxarxbs 
glide awa^, Class, Cecilia, Emilu 
and MoNioA only remaining. 

Ckcilia. noble spirit t 

Emilia. A burning star I 

Monica, And dove-like I 
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Olxks. Sweet friends, divine my Bore dismay. 
Mine ear hearkens to this heavenly voice, the voioa 
that dropped ita words of love to me} mine eyes 
regard this countenance so delicate and smiling; 
those glistering eyee of jet and ruddy lips ; that 
goodly shape and nimble gait ; that aarpasaing like* 
neee of a courtly knight, and I am racked with 
bitterness and grey melancholy. There is nought 
that he laments, but he dwells in peacefolnees and 
bliss, forgetful even that he loved a lady ere he loved 
his God, forgetful of her tears. Life and faith ; I 
do abhor them I 

Emilia. Be comforted in this : thou hast no 
rival. 

OeoUiU. Forgetting thee, he has forgot the name 
of love. 

Monica. Forsaking thee, his heart must fain for- 
sake the earth I 

Olabe. Qod suffices onto Himself and of Himself 
He draws his sustenance. How needed He the love 
of Franda ! Lo, while yet a virgin, I am widowed, 
and, despite my twenty years, a mourner. 

Morioa. Reflect on those who will be comforted ; 
the myriad souls delivered by thy lover. 

Clabb. Alas! my affliction is my only care, and 
losing him I lost my son!. 

Emilia, A thousand others are nourished on thy 
welfare. 

MoMioA. What he would have given thee ha 
scatters broadcast among all. 

Obcilu. That self-same heart, that fain had 
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dowered thee with bliss, opens Heaven's gate to mul- 
tdtudes. 

Olarx. Ah, that touchu all my ruth. He is 
everyman's posseeaion. He ^vee himself, he squanders 
himaelf to all men. He summons this man or draws 
nigh to him i he g^ves that man his blessing and 
hearkens to him. The poor roan he will kisB, the 
leper he will touch. I only, onoe hia lady, I am shut 
from his communion, 

Emilia. Hast thou seen him, eiiice his vow at St, 
Camion ? 

Clare. Nay, and I have not wished ! My pride 
did hinder me. . . . 

Cbcilu. Thy pride? Didst thou not bear his 
words: "Dome, cast away vanity, the burden of 
folly " ? He but said it a short while since. 

Olabe. Jjet him preach, and I am deaf unto his 
words. I hear his voice alone, beloved voice, and I 
remember what he did confess to me, how he did tell 
me that he loved me and how beautiful I was, with 
voice of swelling melody and in the fashion of a 
madrigal. 

EioLU. Yerily, thou art jealous of the boons that 
be bestows ? 

Olarx, It is tme. The while he was a hermit, 
roving where he list, in contemplation before Ood, I 
could yet endure my sorrow. But whereat bis 
example caught others after him and disciples came 
about him, I was afironted. Bernard of Quintavalle, 
who loved me also, unbuckled first bis shooik 
Egidius and Peter of Catane followed him. Sylvester 
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and Leo knotted soon the cord of lowliness about 
them. Already, above twelve dieciplea throng about 
thU other Jesua. But Christ was not ungentle to 
Mary Magdalen. He suffered her to spill her oint- 
ments at His feet. 

EuUA. Hast thou tried him ? 

Glass. Shall I hazard the bftter slight of bia 
f orgetf ulnees t Ksy> liefer would I think that he 
rem«nbere me and sometimes yearns after me. 

Cboilia. Tfaou wilt be reconciled to it I 

Olaki. An you had been beloved of Francis, you 
would linger on, likewise disconsolate. The flame of 
charity, that glorifies the souls it wraps, to me his 
lady bad been dedicate. Never woman bad known 
BO rapturous a love. Within the girdle of the wwld 
beats there such another heart? That heart was 
privileged to me, my covenant. Me he would have 
loved, as he loves Jesus. So dwells my fancy and 
death is all my craving. 

[She uw^ and her friends lead her away, 
[BtUer Pbtek, Bbbnabs, Eoidiub. 

Bebhabd. [^toM^nn^,] Brother Egidius, hast thou 
marked among the faithful . . . 

EaiDKTS. [PiUting the aeata in order.] The Lady 
Clare! What grievous woe orosees her counten- 
ance! 

Petbk. Let her sanctify herself io God. 
BsBiTAaD. Her soul is meet to rest in Christ. 
EoiDiDS. Nathelese, she is the only being whom 
our celestial Brother has brought to Buffering, and 
Bhe alone has good ground to curse him ! 
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PxTEB, She lovea him always. 

Bxbhabd. I marvel that our brother has thus for- 
gotten her. 

EaiDius, Would 70U that his heart, surcharged 
with charity, turned hack to human loves ^ 

Bebnahd. I marvel that his spirit, so quick, to 
compastion and so steadfast therein, is not roused to 
graciousnees before her soul so sore repining and a 
great while his. 

Petbb. His mind all winds about his God, nor is 
there any print of this his fleshly love, whose name 
is frailty. [Enter the Cmzxtr. 

CmzBN. Greeting, my brother! I am come to 
confess my sins. 

EoiDius. Greeting ! bub no priests are we. 

CniZEN. Nay, verily, you are apostles. You pilot 
souls to Ood I 

Petbb. Yea, we are the dogs, but not the shep- 
herds. 

OmzBN. Your fashion of preaohing the Gospel 
set* me sgi^ ; tor your observance is by deeds. 
Your habitation is in wooden hovels, and yon beg 
your victuals. Behold the fruits of your example. 
{He o^«ra them a parte,] 

Pbtke. What is thy drift i A purse? 

EGiDins. We are the lovers of our Lady Poverty. 

CiTTZKH. But my gifts are purposed for the poor. 

Pefbb. We cannot take thy money. 

CmzEN. Devoted for men's welfare ! 

PcTBB, Twould foul our hands t 

Eqidics. To finger it alone I 
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CmzKM. Franois, jronr fatiter, would better .compass 
my latent I 

Besnasd. rich my brother, that I might venture 
to entreat thee . . . 

OiTizsN. Surely I 

BxBMAKD. I would conjure thee depart. 

OiTizxN. Will you hinder me from seeing Brother 
Fr&ncis ? 

Bebnabd. Thou wilt set hia sacred passion in a 
blaze, and he, for an atonement, will grievously 
mortify the flesh. 

CiTizsK. Him, provoked to wrath, a very l&mb I 

EoimuB. Nought has he cursed upon this earth, 
this lamb, saving one thing, and for a surety the very 
possession which thou bringeet. [Enter Fbahcib. 

Crrizss. Behold him I I will speak to him t 
Greeting, Brother Francis. 

Fbakcib Stranger and brother, greeting I 

CmzEK. I am a sinner 1 

Fbahois. And I, likewise I 

OmzEN. Thou art a saint ! 

FftAKOie. [Lemffhing,] Ho, ho ! Forgive me, but 
thy fancy makes me merry. Brothers, have you 
heard t I am a saint I Ho, ho ! Hearken, my 
stranger brother; let me but show thee a Hebrew 
script and boast the cunning necromancy writ therein ; 
and thou wilt believe, through thy unlearning. 
Whereas thou deemest me a saint ,thou knoweet not 
tiie mark of saintUnesa. 

OmzBK. Nay, I know it and I greet it in thee ] 

FbahciB. HaM thou seen a glow-wotm in the 
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ooaotry vhen the night is down t Ita lamp is beam- 
ing I So, thine ejes, accustomed to the glooms of onr 
time, have disoovered a worm. It is I. 

Ornznr. Thy vrorde have stirred my comicieace. I 
am rich 1 

Frahcis. Alas, poor man, I jnty thee t Thou art 
thndl onto a host of cares I 

CmzEN. I hoped to be of profit I 

Feancib. Christ has prompted thee : yield and 
speedily. 

OmziR, Thy brothers have turned me from my 
purpose. 

Fbahois. How befell it thee 1 

EaiDlVs. He chorgee us ! 

Phieb. He dares I 

EoiDiDS. The mischievous one I 

Feancis. Jesus was charged, but held His peace. 

Pbtik, i/Ly brother, we have spoken accordiug to 
the rule. 

Fkanoisi Excuse yourselvee and Ood accuses you, 

Eomics. It is a hard thing thou sayst. 

Fkaxcis. Thy unmannerliness doth plead that he 
is justified. 

Pbub. We were sensible that this fellow would 
prick thy spleen. 

FsAircia. [Effiaively.] And you desired to ward me 
from a sin. Brothers, your love is at full measure. 

OlTiZER. I came bound upon a Ohristian quest. 

Francis, The more, then, thou art welcome 1 

CmzEV. I would give unto the poor. 

Fkutcis. So doing, the gift is God's 1 
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CmxES. Do thoa receive what thy brethren did 
reject! 

Fkancu. Empty this pane of thine within the 
hands of outcasts, and angels athwart the clouds will 
glorify thy name, 

CiTtzBN Twere better that alms were doled by 
thy, not my hands. 

Francis, Wilt thoa soffer the gtadnefls of giving, 
the right of eyes asparkl* with gratitude, to be 
snatched from thee ? When so poor a man says to 
thee : " God recompense you I " verily, Heaven itself 
enragisters the debt. 

Ginzm, Were I myself to portion this my monc^, 
the poor would flock to batter at my door, and I 
should be constraioed to give them more. 

Fr&mcis. O profitable oompalrion ! 

Crnzxir. Therefore, brother, thou wilt not. . , . 

FuDcis. Nay ! it would be mooted that we had 
cc^ered something of thy money. No longer may he 
preach the Qospel, who fingers gold, 

Omzm. Is that thy final word t So he it, I and 
my gold will hre upon our way. 

[He put* A«purM dovm on a Mat. 

YmxcXB. The peace of the Lord go with thee. 

[£xit Cnmn, 

EoiDius. This fellow was a devil, oome to tempt 
us. 

Francis. Terily then, the devil has been robbed. 

Petbr. [Catehiitg tight of tAe purte.] Not so, for his 
purae is here, 

Francis. The purae I Handle it not; but run 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



62 ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI act iu 

you and fetch him back; ay, lay your hands upon 
him and fetch him back. He it was, who brought 
this unclean thing ; let him take it away and 
let no one foul his fa&nds by it, 

[Exit aU but Frakcis. 

Fbuicis. infidel gold t Tie thou that art the 
Derit, the riy friend Beelzebub and our unsleeping 
foe ! The ains of the world are prisoned in this 
purse. It is the bottle of the drunkard and the 
gamester's money-bag. Unclasp it and all evils 
would fly out, as from Pand<va'8 box, to flood the 
world. It is the price of iniquity, the thirty silver 
pieces for the death of Ohrist t 

[Ent«r Bbrnabd and EoiDiDS, bringing back 
th«GmSKN. 

FoAScis. So thou art here, base brother, who 
defilest a place of holiness and peace . . . 

CiTizBN. Thy comrades are rough-handed. 

Frascis. Come, take thy pelf away. 

GrrizEN. An I said thee nay i 

Fbancis. I would cast thy gold upon a dung-hill, 
meet habitation for it. 

Citizen. Why dost thou scorn the ruddy gold? 
Good is done with it. 

Fbanoib. Good is done from the heart. 

Citizen. Ay, but many loaves and much raiment, 
much fuel and many phyaics, a world of ease and 
solace, lie herein, within my gold's capacity, 

£qidiu8. He speaks sooth I 

Bernabd. We must acknowledge it. 

OiTizBM. Thy friends are already persuaded. 
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Suffer it not that this gold be fftatened in my ohesta 
ftgain. 

FUNOis. Lord, deUv«r me from this temptation 
Come, my brethren, quit this froward. 

CmZBN. Stay I No man I know is like to thee. 
Terily thou 'art God's servant and I do yield to 
tfaee. 

Frahcis. Thou hast sorely vexed me; tbou hast 
constrained my brethren to use thee violently. My 
brother, we crave thy pardon. 

CiTiZER. Francis, a spirit without blemish has 
visited and quickened thee, and haply one day I shall 
return, into thy faith transfigured quite. 

Frasgis. Thou knowest the pledge that I enjoin 
upon my brethren : that all possessions without stint 
be cast away ! To the rich the way is barred herein. 

Citizen. Give me thy benlaon. 

Fkascis. Seek it with the outcasts. Comfort a 
beggar and his blessing will be more fruitful than a 
bishop's. 

Cinzur. But leas fniitf ol than a saint's. 

FiUHOU. Thou wilt stir my mirth as merrily at 
thy parting as at thy coming. Hast thou seen a 
saint provoked to f retf ulness i An odd saint, 
verily I Natheless, receive the blessing of the poor 
little brother ! [Exit Citizen. 

Bebitasd. Lo, the souls of men are ripened to the 
harvest at the breath of thy words. Already I can 
see the aureole circled round thy brow. 

Fbasois. Thou likewise, thon dost rave I 

Bbkkasd. The stiff-nected are melted ; the luke- 
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wftrm ftre kindled by the brand of thy lore. Thoo 
tumest their hearts to repentaace, and all who 
hearken to Uiee go their way cheered and radiant. 
Full many I have seen that monmed their sme ! 

FsAVCis. My burden is: "Physician, heal thy- 
self " ; for I am weighed down with grisly desolation. 

Bebnard. Thou — who art desponding never [ 

FsANOis. He who knows God must needs be glad- 
some of heart, and melancholy is a grievous sin. 
Hearken to me, ye twain. How would you speak of 
a man who, having discovered a treasure, scatters it 
at large to all men, unthinking of his friends of early 
days, unmindful of those who loved and served him, 
irho oomforted and sustained him i 

EoiDiUS. Thy mind is set upon redeeming thy 
father? 

Fauroia. Would that I might ! But, friend, thou 
art astray I Qrant it that I had girded me for 
knighthood and bred with Qentile to Apulia, there 
to carve myself some share of a dukedom or a 
kingdom ; should I not after the event be summoning 
to my side all wbo have loved me and entreated me 
gently, the while I was a merchant ! 

BzBKASD. Doubtless t 

Faiirois. Terily, I am rich this day, in that I 
possess Ood. I am mighty, in that I commit myself 
into His hands, and I am contrite of heart and so 
exalted. The peace that comes from within, and the 
fullness of joy, are my dominion. Already room is 
chartered for me in the heavenly kingdom. And here 
am I revelling and self-pleased, crowned with virtue 
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and with gleefulneEs, and all forgetful of the past I 
I am aundered from tbe being whose love gushed 
out for me, who gave herself in lovelinees and 
innocence, who came that day with comforting words, 
an aogol made flesh, to wipe away my shame from me. 
Ah, at St. Damian, I was but a sorry thing I Tbe 
children flung their stones. . . . She stood before 
me, stretching forth her faaoda. 

Bbbkasd. Yea, thy thoughts are turned and tamed 
again to Glare ! Let not thy tongue ipeak aught of 
her before the brethren, lest they be affronted. 

Fkakcis. Wherefore? 

EoiDius. She is the rose of beauty I 

Fbanou. Is beauty a barrier to salvation ? Then 
is the very pageantry of life a snare . . . thefragrance 
of flowers and the shadows of the boskage; the hues 
of fruits and tbe savour of meats ; the lustre of the 
sun and the lostre of the eye. Thou, Bernard, who 
didst unbuckle thy shoon, the first upon my precedent, 
examine the Master's Writ, and it will teach thee 
that our heart bestowed upon Him is not pent thereat, 
but dilates eerapbically. Loving Him, we reach to 
loving all things. Was not a disciple His well- 
beloved? My heart unchanging beats beneath the 
sackcloth, and for all time I am our I^dy Clare's 
betrothed. 

EoiQiOS. Brother, thou taUeab out of grace t 

Bebnabd. Ihy heart is clean, but will the world 
&thom it t 

Fbakois. Tbe world has bthomed nothing; nay> 
Dot the very words of Qod. The virgin who mngled 
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me out for her most gracious faTours might have 
choaen the governor ot the city. Shall I be churlifih 
and nnfaithful in the Ntune of Ohristt She feared 
no infamous tongues, when she did weep with one 
that was poBBessed. Glare acknowledged me in the 
face of men ; I will acknowledge her before the 
angela. I am the warden of the shining path that 
leads unto Balvation. Shall I shut out the soul 
that was the half of my soul? She wept over me 
at St. Damian ; at St. Mar^ of the Angels I will pray 
for her. 

BebnABD. Thou canst but pray. 

Fbakois. That her fortunes should be my fortunes, 
as honourable spouse. Such is my desire. 

EaiDiua. It may not be I 

Bkbitaks. Thou canst not admit a woman among 
the brethren t 

FBANCiSa The unattainable is a fabric embroidered 
by the heavenly spirits for their pastime, 

BEBiUBn. Brother, behoM the stone thy feet hath 
stumbled on ! 

Fbanois. You are over-swift to judge me. Quit 
me I I would be alone with Qod. 

[ExmiTii Bernabd arid Eomius. 
[Fbakcis at prater. Enter Olabe. 

Clare. Lo, I am here, come back despite the call 
of seemlineas and wisdom, spurred by an authority 
unconquerable. Nor can I endure the disorder that 
swells within me. I will speak unto this churl and 
heap upon bis unfaithful head the rebukes clustered 
in my heart, He, the saviour of souls, shall knov 
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that mins is cast awajr and brimmmg o'er with hate 
and melancholy. Behold Mm at hU devotioiis, hia 
coonteuance undoaded, while I, I am drooping in 
despair. . . . Franciel 

FoAKCis. Thou 1 

Glahb. Do I tempt theet Bhun me and plead 
thj vowe that thou mayst alip from answering me ! 
ITotwith&tanding, thou wert mine. . . . 

Fbakcts. Bleesed be the Lord that brings thee 
back. O precious spirit, thy heart is a seraph's and 
thy face a flower. The birds have lent their grace 
to thee ; the limpid fountains washed thee to their 
spotleeanese ; thy heart glitters as a diamond and 
Aurora hath thy smile. How could I shun thee, 
beloved t Long did I linger for thee, and cried to 
Qod that thou didst tarry long, 

Clabe. Is it then, Francis, that speakest? I hear 
the tender words of heretofore and the strain of the 
troubadour burgeons anew on the lips of the eremite. 
Hast thou forgotten? Dost thou not shrink from 
loveliness ? 

Fbancis. To glorify Himself, Qod made thee 
beautiful. He matched upon thy luminous brow the 
radiance of Hia heaven ; He lit the glow within thine 
eyee and lo ! the stars have left the firmament. He 
shed upon thee grace and modesty, that in thy 
presence we might contemplate the angels. 

Clake. Thy voice's melody furrows through me, 
and my spirit reels within me. My poet, I came to 
thee with cankered heart and month stnffed with 
upbraidings. , , . 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



68 ST. FRANCIS OP ASSISI act in 

FusoiB. I am sore requited with tliera. 

CUBX. Oh, Fnuids, I am stricken to the heart 1 

Fuiiois. Sweet soul, turn thyself to Jesua, 

Olabx. I turn towards thee ; I am a woman only, 
and I love thee. 

F&UTCis. Martha and Mary, what were thej ? 

Olabx. Their eyes gazed upon Jeeos, they sat at 
His feet) they looked upon Him and did Him 
service. Sometimes, perchance, they touched his 
hands. 

Fbancib. There is nothing that is like to thee, my 
Lady Glare ; neither bo sweet unto my sight, nor so 
predouH to my heart. 

Class. Thy lady of another day i 

FBAncis, My lady for aU time. 

Clabb. What sayst thou { Ofa, take heed I Desire 
and anguish rive my heart, my heart all gashed to 
shreds and welling blood. Say nought but what is 
true, nor beguile a fondness such as mine. I am 
verily a beggar, and now that Qod has snatched thee 
from me, I have nought, 

Francis. Thy voice is the appeal of the world 
calling ne back, but the gift of my soul has no 
return for ever. I am the thrall, enchanted with his 
thraldom. 

Clabb, Thy voice throws open the poriuls of 
heaven, and I embrace the yoke that crushes me. As 
thou art Ood's, so I am thine. 

Fbancis, Sooner the atones of these walls will grow 
soft than my heart be frosted. 

Clake, My will is caught to flame and is trana- 
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figfured, that I in loftier harmony mfty be blent with 
my beloved. 

Fk&ngib. Nether fire nor sword, neither grief nor 
death, might violate the tender cherishment in which 
my Ood enwraps me. 

OiiUtE, Neither the fence of the world nor the 
fence of my kindred could shut me in from seeking 
my beloved. 

Fkakcis. From the tope of heaven down to the 
earth, a thousand witching voices are suitors to my 
heart. 

Clake, I am deaf to the songs of yonth and I do 
jtpum my very loveliness. 

FsAHOis. To love in fuller measure is my passion ; 
but I cannot, for I am committed without stint to Love 
itself, and Creation swoons before the taee of the 
Creator. 

Cube, ,The created tilling is the mirror of the 
Divine Oraciousness. Look therein. 

F&AHoia, All things are blotted out beside this Love 
ineffable. Jesus alone could tell how it came to pass 
that I ^oy it. 

OuKE. How shall it «aue to pass that I shall 
enjoy Francis ! 

Fbasoib. The sun is reft of light and heat ; the 
teaching of the Cherubim and the hymns of the 
Seraphim are nought but vanities before His heart 
onspeakabte. 

Olake. Beneath the potency of thy will, my flesh 
is stilled. O Cherub I teach me thy wizardry i 
O Seraph I knead my heart according to thy pleasure. 
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Fbamcib. Couldst thou but taste the flame which 
licks me up, thou wouldst take pity en mj burning 
zeal in which all passions and all conseionsnesa are 
drowned. 

Clabx. Rebuke me not my rhapeody. No heart 
hath ever vanquished love. 

FKiNGiS. 1 hare bartered all — the world, myself 
and thee, all, to purchase love. An it were mine, 
I'd lay the universe within the scales, that I might 
tingle once again with that unimaginable joy and be 
nought but a golden bntterfy beneath His sovran 
breath. 

CuEE. No more a lover and no more a woman. 
My soul shall writhe as metal in the fire, in ransom 
of thy love. I wilt be thine handmaid on the path to 
heaven and I will seek thee in the heart of Jesna, 
brother Francis, my brother. 

FuMOiB. O my sister I A radiant thought is born 
within me. Of old, we were betrothed according to 
the world. Let us plight our faith anew, a futh 
upgathered for futurity. 

Cure. Take me for thy slave, that only I may 
see thee and bide by thy side. Thus will be my bliss. 

Francis. Clothed in uncouth raiment and with 
naked feet f 

Glabb. Ay, vestured in sackcloth and with nails 
beneath my feet. 

Fbanois. The world is thy sanctuary, and an al^ss 
severs us asunder. Howbeit, one pace would surely 
span it. 

Clask. Alas 1 thou wilt strive forward. 
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Fkahcib. But thou canat overtake me. Thou art 
ftcqn&intdd with the tragic chronicle of Trktram and of 
Isolt, and of how the knight did bring her, vhom he 
loved, in all her beauty, to be the bride of royal Mark. 
Wilt thou that I may pledge thee to the King of 
Heaven ? Wilt thou, virgin, be dedicate to Ohrist, 
my Master paramount ! 

Glabel I am thine own : do with me what thou 
wilt 

Fbanoib. If thou declare thyself the votaress of 
Poverty, if thou don the eackcloth that I wear, over 
thy loveliness, and if thou strip thyself of thy 
coronet of yellow hair, then J proclaim thee queen, 
and queen of an eternal Kingdom. 

CuKB. Give me the mantle which shall make me 
thine, and lay hold upon the scissors. 

T&ksca, Olare, Olare, art thou fixed in thy 
desiret 

OuoB. It is my single and my passionate desire I 

FaiKOis. O sister 1 beet beloved of all created 
things ; mine eyes are dazed and hover, ecstatic, at 
the flashing lamp of thy souL The world, the witness 
of this transcendent strife, would deem thee sacri- 
ficed and me, foolhardy ; but I, who read within thy 
heart, am not disquieted. And surely thou wilt be 
the chastest and the most ardent of the brides of Ohrist, 
and thou wilt love Him as thou lovest me ; thus His 
works shall be fulfilled through thee. I am the 
beggar man of Jesus ; be thou the Beggar Lady. 

Clabb. Thus I shall be the mirror of thy soul and 
the bride of thy thought. 
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Fbancu. Thus, thou art dedicate to God. 

OuBi. Thus, I tuu dedicate to thee. 

Fkabcis. For the nonce, thy voioo h&th still an 
earthly stress. 

Clabi. I shall be thy faithful echo. 

Fbaxcis. The hesvenly glwy will light npoD thine 
eyelids and suffuse them. 

Oluw. I will walk within thy hallowed shade. 

Fkahcis. The betrothed of Jeeus I 

OulBB. The sister of Francis I 

FuKOU. Prostrate thyself before this altar, the 
emblem of thy triumph, wise Tirgin ! TTnfold thy 
heart in righteouaness unto the Sing of Olory. 
Uake thy first confession to thy heavenly Lover. 

l^Hc leads her to the altar, where the proatratea 
hertdf. Olare prayt ; FaAucia ritt^a 
the beS; etUar Pbtkb, Eaioins, Bxr- 
MARD, Leo and aUtera, 

PcTEB. What passes here ! 

EaisiDs. What signifies this call ! 

Lko. To what purpose are we gathered thiia 
together f 

Fbamcis, [Letting go the rope.] Come, hasto, mj 
brethren all. Up, toll the bell and light the altar I 
Let your hands blossom with candles and chant your 
holiest h^mnsl This night, the Lord takes unto 
Himself a new bride and the poor of Jesus have 
found a sister. 

Beknard, Brother Francis, what is thine intent t 

Franois. To tender unto Ood the sweetest lily of 
the world. 
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EoiDiDS. What, vrithout pause ? 

Frajscob. Ay, forthwith. 

Skbmaad. XJuto whom shall the Lady Clare 
aijniiiuster her tows % 

Egidics. Thou hast not the authority of a biahop. 

Leo, There is Done preseot who ie priest or 
deacon. 

Fbakois. Neither was Jesus. 

EaiDiua. The sacred canons . . . 

Fbancu. Love knows no ordinances. 

Lbo, Beware the ban of Kome. 

FsAHOie. I shall have the well-liking of the 
angels. 

Pbteb. Surely, the novitiate ? 

Fauicis. When Jesus mamtested Himself at 
8t. Damian, He sent me not to con the Scriptures. 
He looked into my heart and had compassion on me. 
I do uuto others as it has been done unto ma I 
have looked into the heart of this Tii^gin and I have 
seen its innocence. 

Bbbnabd. But, after the investiture, where shall 
our sister's dwelling be ? She cannot continue with 
ufl. Shall we be witnesses of a bride of Christ 
straying haphazard ? 

Eqidxus. Hast thou considered the wrath of Count 
Favorino? The father will come to claim his 
daughter back. 

FiUMOZS. Your wariness would win the flattery of 
our age. Ah I you are discreet, and your thought 
girdles the event. One matter and one only you 
forget, for Jesus bides with us and of a surety 
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w&tches o'er His bride. On oar account what sball 
befall 1 We shall be soundly buffeted. And what 
of that! Full many have already required me to 
adventure among the Moors and brave their torments. 
So, to be drubbed will be fine disuipline. I have 
Buffered your counsels; grant me now your prayers. 
Make ready the shears and find a habit becoming to 
her state. Chant, my brethren, chant the hymn of 
the virgins. 

[Ihirmg lAehymnVeMSCisgoest^tothealim- 
ajid prayi ; the brolhmv walk in pro- 
ceation to tis door, carrying candleB. 
They greet Ci*Abk in her robe, toith her 
hair unbound, and lead her to the altar 
and group t&emt^vee on either aide. 
Ohoib. Magnificat anima mea Dominum. 

£t ezultavit spiritua meus ; in Deo, salvatore 

mw. 
Quia respezit hnmilitatem ancillfe sue ; 

eooo enim ez hoc 
Beatam roe dicent omnes goneratioues. 
Fbaxcis. wise virgin, light thy lamp, for lo I thy 
Bridegroom cometh. Be quick to meet Him. 
Olabb. Behold me, I am ready I 
Fbahois. Gomel 

Clabs. Lo I I am here and my heart paces before 
me. I yearn to look upon Thy countenance, albeit I 
tremble. Lord, let Thy greeting be roild unto me 
and receive me, according to Thy heavenly word. 
Strengthen the will of Thy servant ; she hath chosen 
the better part. Shed Thy loving kindness on her. 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



ACT m ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI 75 

that she may ever fulfil Thy covenant and dwell Id 
purity and temperance. VonchBafe, Lord, to make 
my lamp nnqueoohable, that I may walk in gladness 
before the face of the Bridegroom and with Kim 
enter the gates of the heavenly Kingdom. 

FoAncia. Olare of Sctffi, dost thou deny the world 
and all the bonds thereof, doat thou deny the world 
and all the poeseaBions thereof 1 

Olare. For the love of Jeaus, I deny them. I saw 
Him, I love Him and I have chosen Him. I do 
declare it. 

Fbanois. Oome, O mine elect, and thou shalt be 
the riches of my heart. The King of kings hath 
solicited thy beauty. Abandon to the shears the 
harvest of all thine hair. Oome : the winter is for- 
done; the turtle dove croons and blossoming vines 
puff out their savours. [He cuts off her hair while 
apeaking.^ Becaive, virgin, the E^mboUc ring, that 
yoketh thee to Jesus, Son of the Almighty Father. 
Thy title, it shall be the bride of the Most High. 
Serve Him with faithfulness and thou shalt receive 
the crowQ imperishable. 

CnABB. I have chosen the King to Whom the 
angels minister, for my Bridegroom. I have chosen 
Him, Whose loveliness maketh dim the stars of 
heaven. I cast mine eyes upon the fruits of my 
desire ; my aspiration is within my keeping and I am 
blest with my BelovM through all eternity. 

Frirois. Hallelujah 1 

Bkvihrxk, Hallelujah! 

[Count Favokino aand LoIlDS enter violetiUtf. 
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Favokibo. iij daughter . . . where is my 
daughter? [The brethrencrotededinjront of the altar, 
hide her from vhu.] These days, e'en ladies of gentle 
birth are abducted by the monka. Hey, hey, ye 
Franciscans,! devil's brethren, answer me, you have 
hid my daughter here, as I know full well. 

Fauioie. [Making the bnthnn moveaMd«.'\ Brother 
Count, behold thy daughter I 

Fatobino. Where, where is she t 

F&ANOis. Before thine eyee I 

Favobuio. [Larnt /oncard and drags Olabb 
violentljf to him.] My daughter I with shorn bair and 
clad in tatters I O hapless one 1 They have clipped 
thy comely locks. Alas, poor witless one I [He pitta 
her behind him.] And as for thee. [Se draws hit 
eioord.] Mock penitent, fanatic, I will pack thee off to 
Paradise. [He leaps/orward with noord uplijied. 

Cl&bk. My father, it was I who came ; it was I 
who , . . 

Fatorino. Hold thy peaee ; thou art possessed. 
These r&soals have beguiled thee in thy purblind 
belief, and surely I will visit it upon them. I will 
forbear to smite thee, Francis, thoa fell madman, and 
thou loathly beggar. But I will have lit that the 
hangman's arm shall lift about thy neck the cord that 
belts thy waist, upon the public place. For he who 
abducts A noble woman is doomed to be hanged, 
acoording to the law. Thou shalt bless with thy feet 
ere long, thou poor little brother of Ood, thou braxen 
miscreant. 

FaANcis. Brother Oount, what thou sayst upon 
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my nnworthinesa ntfttobes my estimate; but I have 
acted in knightly wise. My lady divined the challenge 
of Jecms ; the world wafl her tyrant and I delivered 
her I 

F1.T0RIK0. Thou seducer ; 'tie I who hare delivered 
her I I will fetch her home, and on the morrow she 
will cune thee for her shaven treeaea. The defilement 
of it! 

OhkKE. My father, my vows are token. 

Favobdio. Thy vows ? The bishop only may receive 
them t Who g&ve thee anthority to consecrate 
women? Thou art admitted to no Order, nay, not 
even the Franciscan. Thou art but an heretic and 
frantic, and the stake shall be thy destiny. Thou 
pretender to sacred prerogatives, I will likewise 
denonnce thee to Borne. Hold thyself ready to be 
answerable before the Councils, charged with rape. 

Olasb. My father, I submit to you, because I love 
you. But I do not sacrifice a daughter's duty, in 
that I give myself to Ood. You yourself, ere long, 
will yield me up my freedom. I will abide in patience 
until my heavenly Bridegroom shall move you to His 
will. Then I will fulfil my vows. 

Francis. Blessed be Thou, Lord, that Thou hast 
filled her month with Thy wisdom 1 

[Favob&io draga hie daughter out, threattning 
FsASoie. 
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ACT IV 

THE STIGMATA (1224) 

{At St. Damicm; terrace of a email garden, above th» 
hermitage.) 

[Olase and Cotjht tJooLnro. 

TTaoLnra Sister, you arajsendblv of the reverence 
I hold towards FmnciB and yourself. Tou are twin 
mirrorB of the Gospel, without spot. 

Claihe. My lord, sound Francis' praises, and I 
would lend my ears unceasing. For myself, I have 
no desert. 

UooLiNO, Tout brows are circled by the self-ume 
aureole. The church will hallow an itaaltarshim^ho 
would be lowliest — the Franciscan and his most worr 
shipful dster Clare, mother of the Ladies of PoTsrty. 

ClARE. The wreaths of Heaven are braided l^ the 
angels I 

TTooLiHO. And bestowed by the Church I 

Clabk. Twelve years I have borne the habit of 
Jesus unf retted by disquiet and gleefully withaL Uy 
father wrested me from the altar, strewn with my 
hair, and I tarried for his consent, according to my 
bond, that thereby I might fulfilmy vows. He pitted 
bis strength against my mission, nor had I further 
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ordeal. Francis was suzerain of my woman's heart 
and Francis, yielding his ward, tendered it to Ood ! 

UooLnio. miracle of faith I 

Claob. O miracle of love! 

UaoLiNO. It chanced, when Bernadone knotted the 
cord of lowliueaa about him, that dreamers of evil 
dreams, new-fangled blasphemers and false penitenU 
infested Italy, confounding the people's consciencfl. 
These owls were scattered by a shaft of brilliant light 
and, by the rirtae of a nngle man, the here^, despoU- 
ing the south of France, is stamped from our soil. 

Clark. My lord, full well I know it. 

UoOLiNO. If 1 hymn the glory of EVancis thus, to 
observe whose precedent has sometime been my 
aspiration, so much I take account of him, it is to give 
you ample earnest of my feelings, ere I entreat your 
succour. 

Olabe. My anoconr , . . lord ? 

TToouNO. I would have you sway his meek 
Btubb(»iineGS. 

Olare. In his presence, I am nought but a smiling 
" Amen." 

UoOLDfo. It is at my bidding that you intervene. 

Clake. 'Twixt God and Francis ? 

TTaoLiNO. Twixt Francis and Borne ! 

Olabx. He is before the Pope at this very hour, 
and is to receive his Orders. 

ITooLiKO. The saints are shy of governance and 
chiefest, the people's saints. Suffer me to urge a gall- 
ing service, experience's against the visionary's plea. 
Oonsider the Ohuroh, how at its pinnacle there is the 
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monarch. The pomp of the Ctesara has been the 
immemorial heritage of the Pope ; he is the paramount 
of an earthly kingdom, with an army, with a court, 
with stewards and with minione. For myself, I dwell 
within a palace and am of princely station. The 
Christian who should see us fare in company. Brother 
Francis, clothed in sackcloth, lowly and with naked 
feet, Ugolino the cardinal, clothed in purple, what 
would he say? That one of the twain was surely 
madt Oan the same doctrine face these contrary 
ways! 

Oi.uts. The rule of my Order forbids me cast 
a judgment. 

TJooLivo. But the vulgar judge and censure. 
Poverty full-measured is beyond our practice and the 
Fraociacans throw all the other members of the 
Ohvirch into disrepute. 

Olaxb. Howbeit, Innocent has deigned his 



UoouNO. By WOTd of mouth. 

OuBK. Is the Pope's consent required, to follow 
after Jesus ? 

Ugolino. Yerily, thus is the ai^ument of the 
heretics 1 For men I grant you a rigorous poverty. 
That were no hurt, for they can work and they can 
beg. But women, rooflesa and hungered; that were 
folly. 

CiAsi. Howbeit, so it is I 

UooLiiTO. When Frauds shall turn his face back 
unto Qod, he will, perforce, awake from this his 
rapturous trance. 
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Ol&bk. What other testimony is more acceptable 
to beaveD than to coDtemn the world aud all its 
works ? Caught in the flood of the age, how shall we 
magnify the glory of Paradise ? Except by the fruits 
of example how shall we conjure men to lose the 
world? Example is the crucible of admonishment; 
by example are men persuaded and example lures 
them to the fold. He who would preach, let him 
first declare : " Do ae I am doing I Be ae I am t " 

TTaoLmo. Poverly. . . . 

Oni&x. Poverty is virtue's nnrse and neighbours 
perfection. The pilgrim, lifted of his load, scales the 
craggy steep — untroubled I 

Ugoliho, On the shores of a lake, in Qalilee, 
simple fieher-folk visioned the coming of peace upon 
earUi, poem of their desire, flushed horison of their 
hopes. The work of Ohrist la wrought by unity and 
power. To weld and dominate the world, is the 
world's salvation. Unity, unity, the universe travails 
to achieve it, all men ungathered to the same hand, 
all owning fealty. Your hero's impositions have no 
toughness: Francis . , , 

Glaxs, Francis is bondservant to Jeeue 1 

TTaouKO. All the fantastics are suitors to the 
same. But to the Ohurch must they bow the knee. 
I am resolved to grant you a convent. 

CuRii FoBsesBion is an earnest of apology. Thus 
do men plead the laws and fall to the arbitrament of 
war, in the name of Him Who bad not the veriest 
hole wherein to lay Him down. Poverty is the sister 
of the heavenly freedom. She is the way of salvation 
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made straight. She stood hy the manger and 
crouched by the tomb. She soared to Heaven with 
her transcendent consort ! 

UaoLiHO. Sister Glare, it must be that yon con- 
sent to my determinance and that your lips should 
utter it I 

Olabe. My Lord, suffer me to hold my peace [ 

UaouNO. Nay, have your say. 

OiiABE. Deem you not that the bride of the spirit 
is the peer of the bride of the flesh in fidelity and 
chastity ; that faith sunk in Jesus Christ is as holy u 
the marriage oath t Answer me, my lord, is it not so ! 

UaouKO. I am mazed by your words t 

OiABS. [With much violenoe.] Your own do turn 
me sick. Will you, bishop- cardinal, prick me to 
adulteiy ? 

XJaoLmo. Forget you my estate and yours! 

Olarx. 'Tis you yourself forget it, lord t Her, 
who sacrificed her all, her beauty and her youth, her 
hopes of love and hearth, to be bride unto a spirit, to 
be mated to an aspiration, her yon seek to inveigle 
into temptation. You are importuned of the Devil 
and altered to a base seducer. Are you so bold as to 
require of Sister Glare the betrayal of Francie' 
apostolate ? 

UooLiMO. How she rails and runs counter to 
common dignity I 

Olaks. Ah, you have galled me sore, where alone 
the hurt may touch me ! To twist me to your 
purpose against that being preoious in my sight, 
exalted, and next divinity, of whom I am the mirror, 
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the disciple t Oh, it were a vile contriring! His • 
cause, forsooth, outvies your own ; but were he amise, 
yet would I follow him infatoate. 

TJaoUMo. I hold you reverently — my warrant of it 
•^hat I am patient to your Wrath. Howbeit, there 
will come a day, peradventure near at hand, when 
Francis will pass into his rest. Whom then will you 
obey? 
CuKB. Him, him always, dead or living I 
TTaoLnro, You are, my sister , . . 
Olabx. I am a Franciscan. 

UooLiito. And I bad hoped to pair the Poor Clares 
with Dominic's new-founded Order I 

Olisk. [With iron!/.'] Likewise he is minded to 
domiiuite the world, for its salvation. 
TJooLiNO, Dominic is a worthy compeer to Francis. 
Olabs. I am a woman who loves, no deliberating 
josticer. 

Ugoliko. I go, sore lamenting thiB oar con- 
fermce. . . . 

OhiBB. My lord, you leave me drowned in melan- 
choly. Like as the birds trill the praises of God in 
their fashion, so the longing of hearts is to freedom, 
for the better loving dF God, 

UeouHO. I deemed I spoke unto a nun. 
OURE. Nay, I am but a woman who loves. 
TJooLiNO. Farewell, my sister, 

[Exit TJooLiNO, CiABK foUows him of a 



[Enttr the Sitttri Oeciua, OiovAmfA, Mokioa 
amd Ehuja. 
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. Oecilu. The G&rdinal has departed with shadowed 
oount«Daiice. 
Ehixu, And sister Claire wears her FrowQing 

Monica, What has befallen ? 

GioviWiTA. You prying jades I 

Emilia. Sooth, is not this the hour of relaxation ? 

Obcilu. There ie nonght can grieve our mother, 
BO much as to oontravene our precepts. 

Ehilia. His Bmiiieiice holds no colour with 
poverty. 

MoEtiGA, [Qwiting.] " The sisters shall have no 
appurtenanoes, neither house . . ." 

[Snt&r Clabe. 

Oecilu. Greeting, mother 1 

OiABX. Dear sisters, greeting t 

GioTAlfK A We are going to water the flowers. 

[Sxit, viilh (me of the Sislera. 

Emilia. Record to us some exploit of our founder 
meet for remembrasoe. 

Glaki. Even now, he entreats an indulgence of 
the Pope, on like terms with that beyond the seas — 
pardon for all transgreBeions. 

MoncA Mother, relate to us how he left the camp 
of the crusaders before Damietta and had audience 
with the Sultan. 

Clabz. Another time ! Grievona things have come 
to pass within the city. 

Gecilu. Mother, tell us of these tidings. 

Olabe. There is dissension 'twixt the Bi^op and 
the Governor. 
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HoinCA. [AnAlif,] And the Biahop has excom- 
municated hia advemry. 

Cubs. Yea, alas, and the Governor in turn has 
bannsd the exohanga of merchandise and the drafting 
of any deed with the Church folk. But the twain 
bare referred the matter to the arbitrament of our 
father. 

[Enter Vziscia. The SUt«ra seeing him, 
slip quiatlp aioay. 

CuBK. Brother I 

Francis. Fair sister I 

CiABl. What bringest thou from Borne % 

Fkancis. The palm (^ victory exultant. Poverty 
is vanquishw and I bring a plenary indulgence! 
Whosoever shall come to the Portiuncula, shall 
receive absolution apon condition that he confess his 
sins, without dole and without offering save penitence 
alone, ay, and without a groat, without a groat. 

Olarb. This indulgence matches that of the cmsade. 
Thou hast doughtily prevailed. 

Fbaitciei. It was the will of Jesus. The barons who 
yet withstood ns, have yielded. The villeins are set 
free throughout the land. 

Class. Thou hast tendered freedom to the land oli 
thy birth, 

Feascib. The lord of Oubbio alone is stubborn yet< 

Clare. He whom they dub " The Wolf " on the 
soore of his brutishness — a man fell-hearted. 

Framcu. We must despair of no man's salvation. 
But for my pride, I should have won the Sultan for 
my convert. 
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Olabx. Thy pride, thou poor little brother 1 Dost 
tfaou mock me S 

F&ANOis. Alas, haat thou seen perohance the herald 
ot a mighty prince ; how ^he will strut and preen 
himself, an he were, in hia conceit, the very prince 
himself? The sackcloth of the monk smothere not 
vanity, and the ambassador of Christ oft arrogates 
unto his paltiy self the semblance of the Divine 
Master. The Saltan graciously inclined himself to 
my discourse, but pride did make me giddy. I spoke 
in the name <rf Jesus and cleped Mahomet knavish 
and a cheat. Whereat he constrained me hold my 
peace. 
OuKB, The sons of Dominic might profit by thy 

Fbasgis, Surely, they who toing afSiction on the 
Lamb are piteous. 

OuBB. Wilt thou censure them i 

FsAHCis. To stamp the body of the soul with 
tribulation is unlawful in the sight of Christ; the 
martyr for ns all. I meditate a gathering of ou 
brothers and our sisters in this place and I am 
minded this day to sup with my kindred and take the 
headship of my Round Table. 

Olare. That were gladness for all ; but we have 
no provender. 

Fbancis. JesuB will provide. 

[Enter the BaETBBSS; Bebitabd, Egidids, 
Peter, Lko, Asqeu> and otkarg. 

Fbakois. My sheep, my sheep . . . Bernard . . . 
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Bgidius . . , Peter . . . Leo. {E9 embraeat thorn 
and goet to Akoelo.] 'Wherefore art thou cast 
down? 

Ajtoklo. My father, I have dnned. 

Fbakcib. Leave thy disoomfort inward 'twizt thy- 
Eelf and Qod. Be gladsome here before me and 
thy brethren. What shall the men of the age report 
of uB, an they see Ohriet'a children fretfol and 
orercaati 

Asasuo. The Devil . . . 

FaiNCiB. Blithenees of heart will himt him away I 
Are we the disinherited f Nay laugh and be merry I 
Behold brother Juniper ; his lively fancy doth vooch 
bow comfortable is the way of salvation. The artist 
paintfi the picture of the Madonna with what loveli- 
nees he may. The servant of Ood is like unto a 
painting ; to magnify Jesus is his boanden task. 

[A noies without. 
[The OouDT or Odbbio enters aggreesivelt/. 

CouNi;. So, I see thee, thou fantastic dreamer, 
subverter of lay privileges, deliverer of the villeins in 
the name of Jesus Christ ! Enoweet thou my name { 
"The Wolf," I am called. Myself, alone, have 
thwarted thy follies; yea, in all Umbria, I alone 
have kept my villeins stiff in bondage. 

F&AKOis. Brother Count . . . 

Count. I am come to win a wager; for I have 
sworn to blaspheme Jeeos and before tby fac& 
'Twill be right merry to see thy wry countenance. 

VvAsoiS. Brother wolf, I pity thee . . . 
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OoDNT. Ihoa pitiest me i 

FsAHOis. The man hath sufiered much, who is 
turned into a wolf. 

Count. Who hath told thee? What knoweet 
thou? 

Fbascis. Lo, I can read within thine heart. 

Count. It ia o'erflooded with hatred against Ood. 

Fxinois. Brother wolf, tiiou dost delude thyself. 

CouHT. Fetch me a orucifix, a relic. Show me 
some hallowed gewgaw, thou monk, and I will blas- 
pheme with the very damned. 

Frakoib. [Em arma in tin e&ape of a crow on M» 
hrgMl.'] Behold ! 

CouHT. What ia thy drift ! 

Frakoib, Behold the token thou soliciteat. 

COVNT. A true croSB ia my meaning. 

Fbancib. The Christian spreading hia two arms, 
spreads the trueat. 

OousT. Affectioned fellow I 

Francis. Brother wolf, brother wolf ; the arma of 
Jesus yearn to thee ; He knoweth thy bouI'b injury 
and that another in thy stead, had Bunk yet deeper. 

CouKT. How now, what knoweet thou Goncraming 
me? 

Frakoib. Grief hath stricken thee evil of heart. 

Count. Wherefore haa thy Ood filched me of my 
child, my son, my well-beloved, hope of my ancient 
lineage ? Fi&yers I have yielded up, vowb and offer- 
ings I have paid ; my life I would have forfeited and 
now ha . . . 

FsAHon. Sojoams in Heaven, with the angels I 
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OoDNT. I ftm no believer in thy heaven. 

pRAircia. Thoa weepoBt ; therefore thou believeat, 

GotJUT. Distracted loon ! 

Fbakcu. He was goodl; and gentle. 

OouNT. A very Ohild Jesus. 

FnAnois. He would fold hia little hands to pray. 

OoDNT. [Moved.] Ah I 

Fraitois. [Embraoing Mm] Ah, I am the partner 
of thy sorrow, a father's sorrow, witness of the dying 
of his son. 

[F&urois weeps. 

OouKT. Thou weepest 1 Oat of my rage and my 
distemperature, I have d<me evilly. 

Fumcna. But thy obild on high hath prayed tor 
thee and, poor wolf, poor Invther, thou art forgiven 1 

OouHT. Thou bast bestowed thy tears upon my son. 
I am beholden to thee 1 

Fbaitoib. Seeing him onoe again in Heaven, what 
gladness is in store for thee ! 

OonNT. Alas, that I might trust it I 

Fbaschb. hapless father, hearken to thy love. 
Love holds all tnith within its boom. Dc^^maa, 
theories, testimonies, words, all are but the clamour 
of illusion. Hearken to the oracle that cannot err; 
let the heart speak. 

Codht. Verily the comforter, his name is Baintliness. 
Perohanoe thou art a wisard. being, fantastical and 
gentle, thy hand doth rest upon my rankling sore and 
thou hast eased me. 

Frakcis. ^ay, this is no saintlineas or wizardry. 
Within the (Teepa of thy heart I saw the innocent 
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Binile of him thou moumeet. The spirit of thj chUd 
hath spoken through the accents of thy voice. 

Count. Wilt thou that I grant thee and thy 
l»«thren an estate or vineyard f 

Fbancib. Bather fulfil the supplioation of thy 
beloved son. 

Count. And that ! 

FRA21CIB. Had he lived, he doubtless had aohieved 
renown. It is the bittemeea of those who die un- 
timely, to have done no flaming or imperioua deeda 
and whose memory leaves no trail behind. 

Court. Alas, I cannot fashion it that he ehonld 
have honour. 

Fbahcis. Ponder awhile. Devise some enterprise 
wherein to steep his name. 

Count. I offer thee to raise a convent. 

FoANOia. Nay, nay, find else acceptable to God. 

Count. It is well I To shrine the memory of 
Bomu&ld my eon, I do renounce my every privil^e. 
I, the wolf, set free my villeins in hia name. 

All. . . . Huzza for the Count 1 

FsANCie. Brethren, he who shall ease the heart, he 
verily is the saint. This hour the Count has granted 
freedom unto the thousands of his bondmen ; there- 
fore he is our overlord. Prostrate yourselves btion 
him, accomplisher of the works |of Jesus. [AU th« 
Franeiseana kneel ; to the Count.] Lay thy hands 
npon them and upon me I 

OoiTNT. Oh Francis I [He raises Atm.] 

F&ANOia. This hour, the fullness of a boundless 
grace lights upon thy head. The brows of thy son are 
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garlaniied and the Child Jesus Himself plants Hia 
kiss npoD thy child, 

OonuT. [Embracing him.] Sunt Francis ! 

[Frahgis aooompanieBhim and theFremmacana 
ariae and make a stir at Fbancib comes 
back again. Exit Count. 

Bernasd. [To Fkancis.] A woman begs alms and 
we have nought to give, 

I'sufois. The candle-sticks and altar-cloth! 

Eon>ine. The chapel has been stripped entire. 

Beknabd. This woman is mother to one of thy 
sons — RufuB. 

Francis. AFranoiscan'smotber! It behoves us give. 
Ah, the New Teetament which we use for matins. 

Fbteb. The sole book remaining to us, 

Frahoib. Is not the law writ within our hearto? 
The proper reading of the Qospel is the exeroiaiiig of 
it. So, I bid you give t 

[Enter the Oovebnob. 

Fhancis. Sir! 

GovEBNOE. Brother Francis, I have appointed thee 
my arbiter and thy determinance shall bear the 
sanction of the law. Hearken I The bishop hath 
wrought me mischief. 

Fbancib. Oh I 

QovEBiroii. Being he ieaohurcbman,he doth presume 
he will overawe thee. But thou, thou art incarnate 
justice. Were I the offender, would I dare to come 
into thy presence % 

Fkahcis, Albeit Ouido's station is of Bo singular a 
consequence, thou art the mirror of the oitizeDS. 
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Verily, it ia a match 'twixt the body and the eoul. I 
am sorrowful for thee, belovM city. 

[Enler Bibhop Gomo, 

Foijsoa, \Qoing itp to him."] Good, my lord I 

Bisnop. This day I am no lord of thine. I would ' 
that thou solve my disputation with the Governor. 

Francis. LordBishop! [£ouig.] Yooi- Excellence I 
[Bows to GoTEKNOB.] I soro lament this the broil 
between you and I am moved to sharp perplexity. 
Inaamach as I am Ohristian, I reverence the Bifibop ; 
inasmuch as citizen, hononr befits the Governor. 
Fiirthermore,*pleading \To the Bishop] that thou, the 
head, \To the Govbrnob] and thou, the arms, tarry 
not to make your peace without more debate, I do 
declare the wishes of the people of Aseisi. [To the 
Bishop.] Dost thou entertain aught of hatred against 
faimi 

Bishop. Nay, but I was affronted. . . . 

Funcis. In your heart, already you have forgiven. 
[To the GovxRNoa] Dost thou covet the prelate's 
death? 

GovBBNOB. Heaven forfend ! Let him but acknow- 
ledge that he errs. 

Fbancib. [jlncb.] They distract the city, who might 
smooth it at a word. . . . 

Bishop. I cannot slough my ceremony. 

GovzBNOB. NoF I, my state as foremost citizen. 

Fbahoib. Doubtless I Therefore I will deliver 
judgment. 

OovBBKOB. Good brother, thou art blind as to what 
this occasion portends. 
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Frahou. It doth concern the quiet of Afisin. Reckon 
it not that I, poor wretch, can estimate your several 
plainte. [In a whisper to the Bishop] He doth oon- 
feflfl hia charge. He declared it on his coming. [To 
th$ QomitiTOB] He doth allow his testinese. Brawling, 
my lords, would belittle you, whereas quick harmony 
will pluck your dignity into security. Forgive, forth- 
with, the twain of yon, that none may know on which 
the wrong is fathered, [Aa if both had consnUed.] 
Ble>sed be Jesus, for the sak« of those who forg:ive, 
in the love of Thy Name, for the sake of those who 
endure soitdw and affliction. How excellent are the 
peaceful; from Thy hands, O Most High, they shall 
receive the crown of righteousness. 

QorKKKOB, [Much movtd.] Terily, thou art for- 
given, lord Bishop. Behold me, steeled to every hap, 
for love of Jeeus and His servant Francis. 

Bishop, [Coming fonoard.] Established in my 
•upremaoy, it beseems me to be meek. In that my 
disposition is of so mettlesome a quaUty, I crave thy 
pardon, Excellency. 

[The Bishop and Ootbrnok embrace. 

FusoiB. Go, carry the tidings of this your amity 
unto the city. 

Bishop. Francis, thou art gathered unto them God 
smiles upon. 

Fbibcis. Nay, but you would have reconciled your- 
selvaa without me. 

QoviBiTOB. O blessed lowliness I 

[Exit Bishop and Oovebbob. 

Fbakois. [Looking wp to the sky.] Behold the lark 
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poiaed over as, that wears the monkish cow}, her 
""«—"'" ■'"g livery of feathart, hued of earth; hw 
soBtenance, the casual grains picked from the dost. 
But lo, my brethren, how she ohirmpe in the firma- 
ment I Thus is our scripture. 

BxBNABD. [TV Fbakgib.] Art thou hungered { 

EaiDtuB. An brother Juniper bring us cot to 
eat. . . . 

Feutois. Twelve years have slipped us by, nor is 
any brother dead of hunger. 

AsQJSLO. An it please thee, I will go beg, 

Frikcis. Hearken to me; the privilege of need is 
jost, bat labour hath its obligation. Oo into the 
fields and be numbered with the harvesters. Sharing 
their labours, you shall share their victuals. Hew 
wood aod cany water in the towns. Earn your bread 
and do not beg it, saving in Uie last extremity. [To 
A Bbothkb.] Toung brother, art thou minded to 
speak to me! 

Bbothkb. To have a psalter would be comfort to me. 

Fbahois. Ef tsoom, thou wouldat a breviary, Than 
wilt sit like to a prelate in his chair, and say : " Fetch 
me my book of hours." It is enjoined upon the true 
Franoiscan to eschew commodities. Behold the true 
Inwiary— 4owline38. 

\ff« picks vp a hand/til of earth and ntbi A« 
Bbothbb's head with it. 

[Evivr JuniPBB ladm with havtt. 

Frakois. I have well said. Who gave the bread 
in such abundant measure ? 

Jdnipkb. This forenoon, in the market, a peasant 
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sought one to knock his walnuts down and many a man 
faas broke his neck already, so lofty is the tree. The 
task that is shunned by all, is meet for a Franciscan. 
Here is bread for all. 

Feahoib, Little brothers, this example profits us. 
Gam your bread, each one, by the sweat of your 
brow. [Enter Clue and the Poob GuHia. 

Fkakcis. Tis passing sweet to dwell in company 
and brotherhood, 

Bekhard. Father, bless our bread, for we are 
hungered. 

F&urois. Bread that is fruit of toil, is coDsecrata. 
Eat, eat, my brethren and bethink yon of the wonder 
of the grain, of the seed oast within the ground, 
that lifts its head anon upon a golden stem. Likewise 
our soul, that lurks within the body, shoots to 
the ear, ripened to the heavenly harvesting. 

GuBB. I entreat thee, Francis, take of this 
bread. 

Fkaitoib. The rich do greatly languish after music 
at their banquetings and I, my brethren, will play 
the troubadour. Lend ear unto my strain, hymned 
to the glory of created things. 

[Fkahcib nnga .-] 
Moat High, Almighty, good Lord God, unto Thee 

praise, gloiy, honour and all adoration I 
O Most High, they are meet for Thee alone, and no 

man is worthy to utter Thy Name. 
Praised be my Lord God with all His creatures ; and 

chiefest my brother the sun, that setteat the day 
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and settest (he light; thereof. Oomel; is he 
and excellent with radiancy and eplendour. 
Lord, he is Thy token unto us I 
Prused be my Lord tor my sister the moon and for 
the stars; the which He hath sealed in the 
firmament ; luminous and tender and full of 
comeliness. 
Praised be my Lord for my brother the wind, for air 
and cloud, the sky and the tranquillity thereof 
and all weathers; by the which Thou upholdest 
all creatures. 
Praised be my Iiord for my sister water, the which is 
serviceable unto us and lowly and delicate and 
clean. 
Praised be my Lord for my brother the fire; by 
the which Thou lightest the darkness of the 
night ; august is he and joyful and sturdy and 
valorous. 
Praised be my Lord for my sister the earth, that 
doth nurture and cherish us and doth gather us 
the fruits thereof, even to overflowing. 

[Fbascis begms to fall into an etxtaty. 
Most High, Almighty, good Lord God, unto Thee 
praise, glory, honour and all veneration. 

[Francis remains still and trang/igwvd. All 
the Fbahoiscaks and Poob Ciabxb, 
seeing thtir father rapt, rise tmd go out 
in meditative aUence. Ciahb alone 
remains. 
Faurcis. [Coming to from hie eestaey and looking 
abmU him.'\ Where are my brethren ? 
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Ol&Re. Thaj did Bee th&t Jesus spoke to thee and 
out of reverenoe withdrew. 

Fbanoib. Verily I am self-doting and drowned 
in inexpreesive rapture, communing with my gentle 
Savioor and my memory plays truant to my family 
flocking about me 1 They every one behold this my 
trance, wherein they have no lot and justly rate 
me, girdled overclose with heaven's grace. Yea, such 
imaginings haply may daunt their gladness. But 
who may front the magic of such ravishment, the 
incorporate majesty of such aspiration, that hath no 
name saving in eternity. 

Clarb. If thy Lord doth summon thee, how shalt 
thou withstand Him i 

Fbahgib. Lo, I am bound, bound to my apostolate 
and laggard time holds me from the fulfilment 
thereof. 

Cube. Ugolino the Cardinal came, deuiing 
thee, , . . 

Fauioia. That the Franciscans renounce Poverty I 
He apprehends the Church as he would a kingdom. 
Howbeit he is my brother and I his likewise. 

Olaks. His was the likeness of an adversary. 

Fbancis. Nay, my sister, his zeal hath true 
' warranty, albeit he confounds Jesus with Jehovah. 
Long years, peradventure for all time, before the eyee 
of the world, the faithful of Jesus will encounter the 
faithful of Moses. Therefore I would fashion provm 
Christians. Alas, too soon, I shall depart. 

Glare. dolorous reflection I 

Vbasoo. Lo, our sister Death looms forth and 
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drifts apoQ me. Nay, be not affrighted ; before ub 
■treamfl eternity and smiles. 

Clabk. TJpoQ the thresbold of FaradisQ, thou 
takeet thy leave of me for ever, thy glory setting na 
asunder. Jeans will hold His &nn8 to thee and aet 
thee 1^ Hia side, so nigh to Him that scarcely I shall 
see thee, a beggar, mingled in the throng of the elect. 

Fbanois. My radiant sister, thou dost forget thine 
ovn validity. Thoa hast tendered unto God a 
treasure gradged thee by the world. Silk stufb for 
sackcloth thon hast cast away, and disdainful of the 
age thou bast ibashed it. Twelve seasons ainoe thy 
nuptials, the earth hath Bolemnised the rejoicing 
of Bethlehem and thy example hath garnered a 
goodly harvest. Tbon hast established tby family 
immaculate, whose price flushes the world, nor are 
the daogbters of Glare to be singled from the sons of 
Franos. And verily thy daughters shall be proved 
the more faithful. For the leaser brethren will be 
masters of convents and dF vineyards, treading the 
paths of the sons of Dominic in their di£siness of 
lust. 

Olabx. Thus thy prophecy. I shall behold thy 
counsels violated, I shall have wept thee and thy 
works, nor shall I be joined to thee world without end, 
everlasting. 

Foufcna. I am unlettered and few are the books 
that I have conned. Yet may I unriddle the holy 
mysteries, so close my heart has beaten to Qod, 
Sorely I will cheer thy anxious heart. God made 
man and made him puieot and fashioned Olare and 
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Fnuuoa a single being indivisible. Sin itiras that 
severed Ere from Adam. Sex perifihes at the day- 
^ring of eternity and man and woman are melted 
into one. Diviaiona wither and they are twain no 
more. Olare -and Franda are two chrysalida, from 
which will emanate a single butterSy. 

Olox. Exalted faith t O ravishment of thought I 
Fkancib. An angel will gush from the little 
brother and the Lady of Poverty. 

OUBK. From our hearts ommbled to dust, onr 
one heart ii destined to be bom. 

FsAirou. Oar lineaments melted into a single 
oounteoance. 
Oluui. I shall see by thine eyes. 
FsAKGis. And by thy voice shall I sing. 
Clau. And there shall be peace. 
Fbanoib. Nay, ecstasy. 
Olabi. holy mystery. 
Fkahcib. Rapturous hereafter. 

[fft enlsra into a trance. 

[OiAKK, Md bt/ a midden awe, niddetdy goet 

out. Night faiU. Frangib tdone. 

Fbahcis. Love, wherefore hast Thou chafed my 

spirit % Hy heart leapeth in my bosom I It 

flameth with a very great fervour, even as wax 

in the furnace; yea, it dieth at the heating 

thereof. 

I am spent, I am eaten up with love ; Thy servant 

yeameth after more abundance of love and 

verily there is no more to give ; lo, the measure 
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of my lore o'«rfloweth, neither nifty the fever 6( 

mine adoration be abated. 
Surely, I am beeide myself, Wisdom Almighty ; I 

am stripped naked of myeslf and Thou doat 

clothe me anew. 
Even as the iron ie melted in the fire, even as the air 

beareth the livery of the sun, my soul is flushed 

and mddy with love. 
The voices of the firmament and the voices of the 

earth cry out unto me : Love tfaon the Love that 

loveth thee ; it is engendered that it might be 

given unto the& 
Thou art bom of love and not of flesh ; thou hast 

walked like unto a man that is drunken and 

love hath piloted thee in bondage. 
Thou stoodest at the gates of the Temple ; Thou didst 

ciy with a loud voice : " Come, he that is 

parched with thirst and I will give bim to drink ; 

I wiU fill him until he be filled ! " And that all 

men might be gathered into Thy single dasp. 

Thou didst go up on the cross I 
At the foot of thy gallows, King of Glory, behold 

Thy servant. That I might love Thee unto the 

fullness that Thoulovest me; that I might suffer 

unto the fullness of Thy sufferings for them I 
I kiss Thy mangled feet. Thy hands that are pierced and 

Thy bosom that bleedeth Hndle me to adoration t 
Make me to taste the Passion's dreadfulnees and the 

love of Thy sacrifice, that the Christian may be 

transfigured into another Christ, 
Love, brand me with Thy brand ; Love, pierce 
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Thou my hands ; O Lore, pierce Hiou my feet ; 
O Lore, rend Thon my bos(nii ; O LoYe, nuke me 
to die with love. 

[FsUTOiB, aieoonmg,/alla on hia kaeet, wUA 
his arms on the Croaa. Five Iwtmumt 
rayafrom above atrike hia feet, hia handa 
and hi* aide ; and the Jive Stigmata are 
viaible, bleeding. 
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ACT V 

THE MADONNA 

Satusdat, Octobee 8, 1J26 

{In front of Ovr Lady of the Angels. There wre epearg 
above the tkickaet hedge.) 

[Euls and Bbbnard. 

Bebnabd. Our father Francis is at rest! 

Elias. Alas ! he is at the extremity of suffering. 

Bbrnabd. These two years, the while he bean the 
Divine Stigmata upon him, his life is torment t 
InBcmtable visitation t Jesus descended in the 
likeness of- ft sacred bird, unfurling the six wings of 
the Beraphim. A lustre streamed from every wound; 
a lambent, flaming light piercing, as a nail, his feet 
and hands 1 A spear invisible rent his side and the 
Christian was transformed to a living crnciSz. 

Elias. He bends his will to cloak the heavenly 
grace I His flesh twisted in ftnguish, bis soul 
rejoices. 

Bebnabd. His soul bleeds likewise. 

Elias, He lives anew the agony of Calvary. 

BxitMABD. According to thy mind, brother Elias, 
wherein lay the chiefest gall ? 
103 
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F.T.I AH. To be betrayed and quit the world, ere His 
word bad been Bignified unto it. 

Sebhard. Therein our master is like unto the 
heavenly Maater. 

Blus. Who hath done this perfidy f 

BxwABD. Thyself and the OardlnaL 

Elia8. Brother Bernard, I am the Vicar of the 
Order and in me is vested all authority to punish thee. 

SiKiTAOD. Ah 1 privilege doth readily declare itself. 
Of yore, love was euierain here. Thou hast obedience, 
but Francis had love. 

Elias. Arraign the Judoaee, an they betray thy 
master ; <ff, verily by thy silence, thou art privy to 
their treason. 

BxBNABD. My master ia at the gate of death ; let 
him die in peace. These furtive notions do sap his 
work BO truly kindled of Heaven and he divines it, but 
his trust is in thy fealty and in the integrity of 
Ugolino. 

EuAS. Brother Bernard, I mind me thou wert the 
first to unbuckle thy sboon and I challenge thee — 
prove thy Blander. 

BxBNABD- Borne craves no heroes, but soldiers, 
sworn henchmen and stout minions, fellows all in 
service, conformable to one shibboleth. Francis, 
fervid of heart, wore a semblance of heresy. Men 
moved him that his frailty of body did undo his validity 
and that Heaven, branding him, thrust him from life's 
stress. He, the blessed one, in lowlinees of heart, 
doubted of himself and sore lamenting, delivered bis 
e into thy hands. 
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Blus. Therefore, in thine eyes, I am an unworthy 
monk. 

BzRiTABo. Thou art no SOD to Frands. 

EuAS. What distinction seest thou t 

Bbritari). Unhappy 1 to whom the flower and the 
grace are one, the wheat and the tares. A son to 
Francis is a soul, intoxicate with Love ) a monk is 
the creature of his rule. The world will ever have 
its monks, and never, never will it see another 
Bemadcme. [A ttMmdt.] Men-at-orme at Our I^y 
of the Angels ? Shame, siuune upon thee. 

Slus. I might not hold them off. ' There is 
rumour of some hare-brained conepirat^ and the 
Ferugians have sworn to csiry off the hodj of our 
father. 

BiBNABD. Ah, the hubbub grows apace I 

Elias. Alas, I am impotent to bold them to my 
discipline. 

BsBNABD. They fight. [Se goe$ up fh« stage. 

[The Men of Auin appear, jostUd hy the 
Perugiana. 

Hak op Abbisi. Hold, ye pilferers, you shall not 
enter. 

Man op PEBuaiA. Heaven is the prise of the 
valorous and the holy man likewise. 

Man of Aaam. Never, while we live, shall you 
filch our Saint I 

Elias. Hearken to me, I . . ■ 

BxBiTABD. Thou art the veriest cipher in their 
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Elus. t will threat them with the ban of the 
Ghnrch. 

BiutAso, O Fnnds, such is he who wields thj 
sceptre t 

Eluo. Brother Benuu^, I h&ve full warranty to 
punish. 

BsBVASD. Stay, ere thoa defile this blessM sack- 
cloth, until he, who vested it with lostre, htfi passed 
away. 

Has or PiBtraiA. At them, at theml To the 
assault t 

MiH or AssiKL Oet you gone ; 'ware pikes I 

Hur or PEBitau. The place is ours and none shall 
oust us from it. 

Slus. I am the Grand Viiot. 

Hak or FiBtroiA. Prior 1 There is no insufficiency 
of Buchl 

EUAS. [ToBsMXiMD.] What now t 

Bkbhasd, Behold I 

[BisTEB Cube appeari on the thmhuld. 
Sht nmai/M motumieaa. 

Elias. Sister Glare I 

BxBHABD. She comes and the erent shifts; she 
looks and it is enough. 

Elias. Strange consequence I 

BiaiTAU). Nay, love is sorereign and aU-powerfoI. 

Ola&E. {From the threthold.'l Put up your pikes, 
back with your swords to their scabbards. [She atept 
dovm,} Are you pagans? [All doff" their hoode.1 
Brother Francis lives, I declare it to you. But did 
he know of this your desecration, past all belief. 
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ye who carry warfan even unto bis pillow, he 
would be dead of very anguifib and ye, each one of 
you, the murderers of a Saint ! 

Mas of Fxaceii. liidy Clare, we crave your 
pardon I Some delirium has possessed ub. The body 
of a Saint and of a Saint such as he I Think upon it 
— surely, no moan fortune for a city. Pilgrims will 
throng unto his tomb; it will see miracles in- 
numerable. 

Olabx. And thou, what is thy profession ( 

Mm OF FXBDOiA. An inn-keeper, noble lady. 

Clabe. travesty I This seraphic life, these 
excelling faculties and this immaculate pattern of 
Jesus Christ, twisted but to fatten the purses of inn- 
keepers and merchants I 

Miv OF FEBuaiA. Forgive ns in the name of the 
Blessid One. 

OuBE. Pagans that you are ! To such as yon 
the body of a Saint is but a talisman. Shall it be 
Ood's will that His chosen shall stand surety for 
vilest pettifogging and churlish traffickings ! Francis, 
be he dead or living, is with the company of his 
brethren and you are mindful of their quality : the 
meek, the peaceful and the indigent t Quit yourselves 
to be deserving of his prayers and benisons by the 
pursuing of bis example snd by the aooomplisbment 
ot his works. To your gates again, Men of Perugia, 
and you, dtizens of Aesisi, seek yonr hearths anew. 
The days of Francis are yet unfulfilled and angels 
will sentinel him more jealously than thou. Begone, 

1 say, begone. [Eaat Crowd 
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Elub. Proridcnce waited upon thj coming, mf 
aisUr. These demoniaca . . . 

Olabk Francis? 

Eliab. Alufil 

Class. The physiauui of Arezio, who prNned 
himself that he would mend him 1 

Elus. We lude his coming. 

OusE. [To Bkbnabd.] Brother Bernard, a mnister 
foreboding doth importune my spirit. An his malady 
wax greater, I conjure thee, admonish me. 

BiBNABS. Myself will come, upon my faith, 

[Fkahois, borne in upon a litter. 

F&AKds. liiy me there I Thanks, good brethren. 
The bourn of my childhood stretches to my Tision and 
msmorieB, libe unto the faces of friends after long 
journeying, press about me. And my pilgrimage 
draweth to ita end. Like as the yellow leaves are 
stripped from off the trees, so are my thoughts 
strewn drifting, drear and full of heaviness. 'Iwould 
be a fair eve wherein to die 1 

BxRKAiiD. My father ! . . . 

Fbahcis. Thou, thou abidest the first in my heart, 
and the while thou lives^ the world is witness of 
a faithful brother. Ah, sister Glare I blessed be 
Jesus that hath brought thee hither. My heart 
bounds to behold thee, for thy loveliness is single 
as a star. 

Clabb. Ah, reverend brother, thou art racked with 
suffering. . . . 

[BsRKAKD leatU away Elias g/nd the oth«n. 
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Glabx. Unhappy brother I 

Frasois. M7 torment wrings me inexpresaiTelf, 
bat 'tjfl my sool that is dieconaolate, convnlaed with 
anguish. 

Olakb. That Jesos might grant me to be weighed 
with thy afflictions. . . . 

Fbinois. Baah prayer I I challenged sn&'ering in 
my distraction, aspiring to feel the Passion of Jesus ; 
I dared to match myself with Qod and perish 'neath 
the burden of my desire. 

Clabb. Thy twtured body. . , . 

FuJTOUi. The boundaries of bodily pain are set ; 
the pain of the soul hath none ! It stretches infinite, 
unmeasured and unfathomable. Neither the thorns 
in His forehead, nor the lash, nor the epear, smote 
Jems down, but His impotence. 

Olasz, What say'st thou t 

Fbaboib. The breath of Hia thought alone might 
hare quelled mankind and hnrled the universe into 
the void. Howbeit, He came to save and not to 
chasten. Futurity streamed before Him, from the 
height of the gallows, vision whereat Ood Himself 
might blench. The old corruptions, the old abomina- 
tions, and the old iniquities multiplied and accom- 
plished in His Name, torture writ in the fringe of the 
Gospel. Cain smiting Abel with the Gross I He 
beheld His priests. He beheld His children, oova- 
tous, savsge> even as the children of Molodi, and 
He, the Christ, aghast at the heinonsness of the 
Christians, cried out in a loud voice : " Lama, Lama, 
Sabachthani." 
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Ouu. Thou dost wrench my heart I The mind 
of Jeaoa quailing in the face of death, and thou 
aajring it I 

Frahois. Before the brethren, I bear my coun- 
tenance unclouded. 17nto th^elf alone, my heart is 
single, for thou, thou art my very self. 

OuJUL Oh, that I might be strong to comfort the 
well-beloTM I 

F11A.N01B. I will unbosom unto thee, cherished 
heart of my heart. By all men I am hailed the 
Saint. Uen call me venerable, envious of my high 
report, and I travail with desolation, with frenzy, and 
with cursing 1 Faint-hearted, I have fled the face of 
battle and my kindred I have forsaken, my peerless 
kindred Ood permitted unto me. Now, I am nought 
but a monk, unfruitful. My w<^k is undone and 
bootlees mine apostolate. It would behove me make'a 
new beginning and establish a new Order. Ah I that 
J might betake me to the Chapter-house ; verily they 
should know my will. Where are they who have 
stolen my brethren, where u-e they who hare robbed 
nae of my children ! 
Oluib. Francis, I will uphold the Bule ; I swear it, 
FaAsois. Surely, my sons are fated to forswear 
themselves ; for the lesser brethren shall be lords of 
convents and churches and shall renounce our holy 
Poverty. It is time that I die. Would that I had 
certitude that the hour were at hand, then would I be 
filled with rejoicing. Jesus hath seen within my 
heart and, be my travail here fordone, at the least I 
shall have laboured even unto the eleventh hour. 
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OUKE. My brothOT, how it rives my soul to part 
from thoe 1 Shall J not see thee hereafter % 

Fbasois. Weep not ; thou sbtdt Bee me, I declare 
it onto thee. I did solicit Qod that I might die by 
thy aide, and He, of His fovour, hath granted it, 

Olabx. [We^nff.] Francis, Francis. 

[Enter the IXxTros and the Bbethbim. Exit 
Olabi. 

DocTOB. My father, Z can assuage thy pain, but 
the remedy is dolorous; I needs must brand tby 
f<H«bead with a burning iron. 

Vnmaa. Brother physician, I am ready. Only, 
first show me the iron. 

Doctor. Wherefore? 

Fbanois. That I may speak to it and that it may 
be gracious unto me. 

DooiOB. [Drawing the iron Jrom the ohafing-dith,] 
Albeit I cannot fathom it, I bow to thine intent. 

Fkahoib. Brother fit«, thou art comely among the 
. creatures ; be favourable unto me ; 1 hare loved thee 
ever ; temper thine heat, this day. 

BBErBBZH. [Going oviJ] Oh ! [Exit Brkthrxn. 

DooiQB. Art thou ready ? 

Frahcis. Tea. [WhUe his forehead ia being branded. 
Praised bs my Lord, for my brother the fire, in that 
he lighteth the darkness of the night. Oomely is he 
and jocund and sturdy and yalfuroviB. 

Doctor. I marvel at thy fortitude I 

FbAxoib. I have suffered noafOiction. Thoumayest 
to thy task again. 
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Docrros. Alae, it were of no aTail. 

Fkanoib. Sajest thou so ? Cktod friend, how long 
doemeet thou that I have yet to live % 

DocroB, Mf father, an it please Qod, thy trouble 
will depart from thee. 

Franou. Dost thou count me for a lany t Death 
hath no terrors for me. I am patient alike to live iu 
suffering or die into felicity, so yoked I am with God. 

DocroB. So be it, my father, according to my 
judgment, thy distempOT hath no remedy I Haply 
Bcmie days, haply some hours will yet abide to thee; 

Frakcis. [Blowing.] Praised be my Lord, for our 
Sister Death. No creature may shun her unrelenting 
hand. Woe unto him that perisheth in sin, but. 
Lord, what gladness, what rapture unto him that 
hath fulfiUed Thy holy wiU. 

[Eiitei' Elias, Bernard and the Bhffhsen. 

' Frahcis, [S^MOtiTiff.] Praised be my Lord for our 
Sister Death. Fetch me a mandolin. I would that 
they sing unto me, for music will magnify the en- 
chantment of my spirit. O blissful hour, beatitude 
of thought I Thus, at the last, I am about to die. 

Elias. Beloved father, it misgives me that thus 
mirthfully to look on death thou wilt but wilder and 
disoomfort the elect. The most righteous tremble at 
this hour, the while thy spirit burgeons with pnans 
of blithe-heartedness. How shall men say of thee f — 
What signifies death unto him who rejoices in its 



Francis. Brother Elias, suffer me to profit by my 
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lot. It is the pleasure of my Lord Jeeus that Death 
show me a gentle countenance. Shall I Bpom the 
heavenly grace that hath in store for me the in- 
expressive bliss of looking on His face ? Oo, eommon 
the brethren. Thoa, Bernard, tell my sister Glare, 
I veer even unto the blessed confines of my life. Let 
her hasten, albeit that I tarry for her coming. Let her 
bring a pall in the fashion of a hair-doth, wherein 
to wrap my body, and waz-light for my burial. 
Weep not, Bernard. Of old, I opened my arms to our 
Lady of Poverty, but the kiss of Sister Death hath 
brought me love in more abundance. 

{Exit BXBNABD. 

Eoinius. Alas, good Father, anon thou art lost to 
thy children and they shaU live after thee, reft of the 
shining of thy truth. Be mindful of thine orphans, 
grant ua thy forgiveness, them that are with thee and 
them that are missing, and lay thy hands upon them 
yet once more. 

Fbanois. well-beloved brethren, abide in the 
faith of our Lady of Poverty, your lover, whtna 
Jeeus Himself hath loved. Be ye ever without 
dwelling, without bread and without money ; elsewise, 
ye may not fulfil the Ooepel. Labour, for I will 
have no drones for my brethren. After matins, be 
ye prompt to minister unto your neighbour. Beg 
nought, saving only your daily bread; elsewise ye 
slight them that are poor indeed. In no wise shall 
ye gain proselytes by disputing, but only by example. 
Be gladsome ; it is the emblem of the pure in heart. 
All things, even the heavens and the earth, are 
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oompossed in a single word : Ziove I Hft that is evil, 
let him fast and pray, he that ia evil hath no lore. 
Love is the very Name of Qod. Love, love and love 
always. Hate nothing in the world, sav* only sin 
and inoney, and ye shall die, even as I, with carols on 
your lips. Weep not, the while that I am exulting. 
Ye shall come, yea, every one of yea, unto the 
place where I go before. I opui the heavenly way 
to the poor brethren, I go to make ready your 
dwelling in Paradiae. Be ye steadfast! Myself, I 
go nnto Him that I have served. My blessing on 
you. 

[A Bbothxb mters and tpeaks in a 
tohiaper to Bbothbb Elus. 

Elus. My Inxtther, an envoy <^ the Pope desires 
to apeak wi^ thee. 

Fbakoib. Hath he been notified that the throes of 
death were upon me ? 

Euas. He urges his intelligence in the name of 
the Holy Father, 

EaiDius. Wilt thou that I despatch him hence t 

Fbakois. I did oovet this the last of my life's hours, 
to consecrate it to my children, even as a good 
father. 

Eqediub. Give me the wco^ and I will pack off this 
legate. 

Yrasoib. Nay, I that leave neither book nor writ, 
I bequeath to you no monitor but my sample only. 
Be ye obedient, even as I obey. 

[Snttr tha Domihioah. 
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DoMnnoAN. My brother,intheiiameof tbesuzerain 
Pontiff. 

Fkahcis. Enoweet thou that my minutes ara 
numbered i 

Dominican. I know it. 

FaiNCis. The last sigh of the dying is dedicate 
unto his sons. My Lord the Pope hath no need of 
me. 

DouNiOAK. Thus the decree of His Hdiness : Let 
the sons of Francie be aoooiate with the sons <tf 
Dominic and by the ordinance of EVanois, tOi tike 
confounding of the heretics. 

FoAttois. [J/ter a jmum.] It shall never be ! 

DoMiNiGAN. Thou shalt obey I 

FuHCis. I am the servant of Jesus ! 

DoHiMiCAir. The servant of bis Vicar I At the 
hour of thy passing, thou withholdest thy soldiers 
from the Church, 

FaAxois. My brethren are no soldins and I forbid 
them cope with error, yest evan in wordn, 

DouNiOAN. Thou didst hie thee into the camp at 
Damietta and thou wilt not that thy children take the 
Cross. 

Fkancib. The Cross is a sanctoary and not a 
pillory. 

DoKDnGAN. The Cross is fashioned likewise as the 
sword. 

Fsabois. blasphemy. . . 

DoHiNicAK. Heresy. . . . 

Fbakois. Heresy is blindness; no man that 
honoureth Jesus may withstand Him. 
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DoKiHiCAN. What defitiny doet thou purpose onto 
the froward that hath hardened his heart ? 

Fkahcib. And tbyeelf ? 

DoiClKlO&K. Ohastemng, unto the atonement and 
the purifying of men. 

FftANOis. It was ordained the chastening of 
Golgotha was the last of chaste&ings. 

DoHDncAN. Moses . . . 

Frakcib. Get thee gone from my pillow, thou 
recreant brother 1 Unto the eyes of the dying 
muffled from the earth, it is given ever and anon, to 
uncurtain futurity, and lo, in vision, I behold thy 
vestments incarnadined with the redness of the 
funeral-pyre— and with the redness of slaughter. 
Old men and women and children I behold them 
trail before me, marshalled in ominous ranks, and the 
innocent cry out against thee I Begone 1 The noise of 
the wailing goeth up to heaven, of the death- 
groans and the blasphemiee ! Surely Hell's gates 
yawn before me ? Kay, it is thy work veiletb the 
blue of the firmament with the smoke of thy pestilence 
and maketh the elements to stench with the reek of 
the charnel-house. Begone, thou scourge I Begone, 
then butcher I Begone, I say I thou that E^leet 
fountains of team and rivers of blood, in the name 
of the gentle Jesus, in the name of the iMnb 
immaoulate. 

DoimnoAN. The Devil hath possession of 
himl 

Eamins, Thou blasphemest I 

\Enter Glabe aad Bzritibd. 
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Clabb. [To the DoMisicAM,] He, verily, U the 
lamb, whereas thou art but the dog. 

DoHDncAiT. My sister . . . 

Olabx. Thon doBt orercast the beaTens imto him 
that even aow beholdB :bhem. 

DoMuiicAS. I am tome in the name of the 
Pope. ... 

Clare. In the Name of Christ, I say — Avaimt. 

[Exit DoumoAK. 

Fhakgis. [Perceiving Clakh motiotiksa.] O Lady 
Mary, O "Virgin without spot. Mother <^ eternity, 
Mother to my Saviour, thoa oomest to gather my 
soul into thy keeping and pilot me onto thy beloved 
Son? 

Bkbitabd. He is persuaded that he beholds the 
Madonna. 

EuAs. It beseems us undeceive him. 

BzBNABD. Hold thy peaee 1 

EIlus. Kay, but . . . 

BxBNAKD. Revere this holy phantasy, 

Francis. O miracle <^ compassion ! O sublimity of 
grace. . . . The Mother of Jeeus at the pillow of 
Francis t Boundless is Thy loving-kindness and 
exceedingly Thoa dost glorify me I 

[Cl&rx sfaps foneard and opene Aer armt. 

Meet High, almighty, gracious I^dy, unto thee 
pr^bse, glory, honour and all venerBtion! . . .OMaiy, 
they are meet for thee alone and no man is worthy to 
atter thy name. [Se diet in t/14 arma of Cht-MS 
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Ol&hk. [AJtw tita convalrion of dMth has laid /um 
ttiUf/aUs on her kTiem.] Saint FranciBl 
All. [On their Imsa.] Prey for us I 

[ffarpg ; and a golden aureoU abotti Ae head 
of the Saint. 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



Printed bv 
Rallantyhb & CoHPAHT Ltd 

London 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



AN INITIAL. FINE OF 25 CENTS 

WILL BE ABBESSEO FOR FAILURE TO RETURN 
THIS BOOK ON THE DATE DUE. THE PENALTY 
WILL INCREASE TO BO CENT* ON THE FOURTH 
DAY AND TO •I.OO ON THE SEVENTH DAY 
OVERDUE. 





StO, C* SL23'75 


•«>» 23)933 


ar 


"'^T 13 i834 


1 ^ 1 




fe '> &■ 


DEC 8 1935 


s 1 

1 


\7hlS4P9 


JUL -:■ 




p„;. 27 1970 




JUN 8 1987 


RECEIVED 






«A^ 181987 


fEBlr70-8PM 


; 


lj»tn* mti-r. 




AUG 2 5 1975 ( 


j 




LD 21-S0m-8,-33 , 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



r^ . YB 54264 



I 




11. , .Google 



3,q,i,i=dbvGoogIe 



